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PREFACE 


In arranging this volume, it has been attempted 
to give the main lines of Mr. Ruskin’s teaching, 
and the chief characteristics of his style, in a 
series of extracts from his great early works. 

Each of these, taken in order of publication, 
is rdpresented by a selection from its favourite 
passages, chosen rather for their general interest 
than for their bearing on the study of art. It 
is hoped they will find favour with young 
readers in schools and colleges, to whom the 
nine costly volumes have pract^ally been sealed 
books. 

Famous descriptions, and eloquent periods, 
and sentences of wit and wisdom, are here 
given with as much as possible of theiiP setting 
,and context. I have not merely picked the 
Hi^wers, but dug up the plants, root and branch ; 
in 'l^e hope that so they may survive the trans- 
pl.;aMk«g- ' Extracts often wither into aphorisms ; 
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let such noble thoughts strike into new soil 
and bear fruit. I should like to have given 
more, but a little garden is all that most of us 
can cultivate to advantage: and with these, it 
will be well stocked. 

For the impertinence of notes, pardon. A 
scholiast is privileged: and besides, the refer- 
ences which one reader rescmts, give others the 
key of the treasure-house. Knowledge buys 
knowledge; and many a page that signifles 
nothing to the unlearned, is heavenly music to 
him who can follow its drift and interpret its 
allusions. “ Not harsh nor crabbed,*’ this divine 
philosophy, of nature with a spirit in her,*hian 
with a soul, and God over all, blessiog and 
blest. 

W. G. COLLINGWOOD. 


CONISTON, Afnril 1I95. 
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From “ Modern Painters,” VoL I. 

TURNER AND THE ANCIENTS. 

1. The Use of Landscape Paiiiting. 

The landscape painter must always have two great 
and d^tinct ends : the first, to induce in the specta- 
tor’s mind the faithful conception of any natural 
objects whatsoever j the second, to guide the specta- 
tor’s mind to those objects most worthy of its con- 5 
templation, and to inform him of the thoughts and 
feelings with which these were regarded by the artist 
himself. 

In attaining the first end the punter only places 
the spectator where he stands himself ; he sets him 
before the landscape and leaves him. The spectator 
is alone. He may follow out his own thoughts as he 
would in the natural solitude ; or he may ren^in un- 
touched, unreflecting and regardless, as his disposition 
nmy incline Him j but he has nothing of thought given 15 
to him \ no new ideas, no unknown feelings, forced 
on his attention or his heart The artist is his con- 
^eyance, not his companion, — ^his horse, not his friend. 
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But in attaining the second end, the artist not only 
places the spectator, but talks to him ; makes him a 
shsiirt^ in his own strong feelings and quick thoughts ; 
hurnes him away in his own enthusiasm ; guides him 
S to all that is beautiful ; snatc'hes him from all that is 
base \ and leaves him more than delighted, — ennobled 
and instructed, under the sense of having not only 
beheld a new scene, but of having held communion 
with a new mind, and having been endowed for a 
JO time with the keen perceptirn and the impetuous 
emotions of a nobler and more penetrating intelligence 

2. The Old Masters criticised : Claude’s “II 
Mulino ” and the Oaaupa^ma. 

The foreground is a piece of very lovely and perfect 
forest scenery, with a dance of peasants by a^brook- 
side ; quite enough subject to form, in the hands of a 
15 master, an impressive and complete picture# On the 
other side of the brook, however, we have a piece 
of pastoral life; a man with some bulls and goats 
tumbling headforemost into the water, owing to some 
sudden paralytic affection of all their legs. Even this 
30 group is one toofljtmy; the shepherd had no business 
to drive his fipek so near the dancers, and the dancers 
.will certainly frighten the cattle. But when we look 
farther into the picture, our feelings receive a sudden 
and violent shock, by the unexpected appearance^ 
25 amidst^ things pastoral and mhsical, of the militajry; a 
number of Roman soldiers riding in on hobby-hohes, 
with a leader on foot, apparently encouraging them 
to make an immediate and decisive charge on the 
^nusieians, iJeyond the soldiers is a circular temple, 



3 


TyRNER AND THE ANCIENTS 

.in exceedingly bad repair; and close beside it, built 
against its very walls, a neat watermill in full work. 

By the mill flows a large river with a weir all across it, 
I’he weir has not been made for the mill (for that 
receives its water from the hills by a trough carried s 
over the temple), but it is particularly ugly and 
monotonous in its line of fkll, and the water below 
forms a dead-looking pond, on which some people are 
fishing in punts. The banks of this river resemble 
in contour the later geological formations around to 
London, constituted chiefly of broken pots and 
oyster-shells. At an inconvenient distance from the 
water-side stands a city, composed of twenty-five round 
towers and a pyramid. Beyond the city is a hand- 
some bridge; beyond the bridge, part of the Cam- 15 
pagna, with fragments of aqueducts ; beyond the Cam- 
pagna,»thc chain of the Alps ; on the left, the cascades 
of Tivoli. 

This ft, I believe, a fair example of what is 
commonly called an ^^deal” landscape ; f.e., a group 30 
of the artist's studies from Nature, individually spoiled, 
selected with such opposition of character as may 
insure their neutralizing each other's effect, and united 
with sufficient unnaturalness and violence of associa- 
tion to insure their producing a general sensation of 35 
the impossible. Let us analyse the separate subjects 
a little in this ideal work of Claude’s, 

Perhaps there is no more impressive scene on earth 
than the solitary extent of the Campagna of Kome 
under evening light Let the reader imagine himself 30 
for a mdment withdrawn from the sounds and motion 
Of the living world, and sent forth alone into this wild 
and wasted plain. The earth yielda wd crumbles 
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beneath his foot, tread he never so lightly, for its,, 
substoce is white, hollow, and carious, like the dusty 
wreck of the bones of men. The long knotted grass 
waves and tosses feebly in the evening wind, and the 
5 shadows of its motion shake feverishly along the 
banks of ruin that lift themselves to the sunlight 
Hillocks of mouldering earth heave around him, as 
if the dead beneath were struggling in their sleep; 
scattered blocks of black stone, four-square, remnants 
xo of mighty edifices, not one left upon another, lie upon 
them to keep them down. A dull purple poisonous 
haze stretches level along the desert, veiling its 
spectral wrecks of massy ruins, on whose rents the 
red light rests, like a dying fire on defiled altars. The 
xs blue ridge of the Alban Mount lifts itself against a 
solemn space of green, clear, quiet sky. Watch-towers 
of dark clouds stand steadfastly along the promontories 
of the Apennines, From the plain to the mountains, 
fee shattered aqueducts, pier beyond pi 6 r, fhelt into 
20 the darkness, like shadowy and countless troops of 
funeral mourners, passing from a nation’s grave. 

Let us, with Claude, make a few “ideal” altera- 
tions in this landscape. First, we will reduce the 
multitudinous pftcipices of the Apennines to four 
sugar-loaves .v Secondly, we will remove the Alban 
Mount, and put a large dust-heap in its stead. Next 
we will knock down the greater part of the aqueducts, 
and leawe only an arch or two, that their infinity of 
length may no longer be painful from its monotony. 
30 For the purple mist and declining sun, we will sub- 
stitute a bright blue sky, with round white clouds. 
Finally, we , will get rid of the unpleasant tuins in 
the fbregrpui|d ; we will plant some handsome trees 
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• therein, we will send for some fiddlers, and get up 
a dance, and a picnic party. 

It will be found, throughout the picture, that the 
same species of improvement is made on ,the materials 
which Claude had ready to his hand. The descending s 
slopes of the city of Rome, towards the pyramid of 
Caius Cestius, supply not , only lines of the most 
exquisite variety and beauty, but matter for con- 
templation and reflection in every fragment of their 
buildings. This passage has been idealized by Claude xo 
into a set of similar round towers, respecting which 
no idea can be formed but that they are uninhabitable, 
and to which no interest can be attached, beyond 
the difficulty of conjecturing what they could have 
been built for. The ruins of the temple are rendered xs 
unimpressive by the juxtaposition of the watermill, 
and inexplicable by the introduction of the Roman 
soldiers. The glide of the muddy streams of the 
ielanch^ly Tiber and Anio through the Campagna 
iS impressive in itself, but altogether ceases to be so, 20 
' rhen we disturb their stillness of motion by a weir, 
a^Aorn their neglected flow with a handsome bridge, 
and co^’^er their solitary surface with punts, nets, and 
fishermen. * 

It cannot, I think, be expected that landscapes 25 
like this should have any effect on the human heart, 
except to harden or to degrade it ; to lead it from the 
love , of what is simple, earnest, and pure, to %hat is 
as sophisticated and corrupt in arrangement, as erring 
and iinperfect in detail So long as such works are 30 
held up for imitation, landscape painting must be a 
n^Qufacture, its productions must be toys, and its 
patrons must be ^Idren. 



6 


THE RUSKm READER r 


3 . OaRpax Poussin’s Aricia” compared with Nature 
and with Turner. 

There is, in the first room of the National Gallery, 
a landscape attributed to Caspar^ Poussin, called 
sometimes Aricia, sometimes Le or La Riccia, accord- 
ing to the fancy of catalogue printers. Whether it 
5 can be supposed to resemble the ancien;t Aricia, now 
Ia Riccia, close to Albano, I will not take upon me 
to determine, seeing that most of the towns of these 
old masters are quite as like one place as another; 
but, at any rate, it is a town on a hill, wooded with 
lo two-and-thirty bushes, of very uniform size, and pos- 
sessing about the same number of leaves each. These 
bushes are all painted in with one dull opaque brown, 
becoming very slightly greenish towards the lights, 
and discover in one place a bit of rock, which of 
X5 course would in nature have been cool and grey 
beside the lustrous hues of foliage, and whfch, there- 
fore, being moreover completely in shade, is con- 
sistently and scientifically painted of a very clear, 
pretty, and positive brick red, the only thing like 
jjp colour in the picture. The foreground is a piece of 
road which, in oilier to make allowance for its greater 
nearness, for its being completely in light, and, it may 
be presumed, for the quantity of vegetation usually 
present on carriage-roads, is given in a very cool 
85 green |rey ; and the truth of the picture is completed 
by a number of dots in the sky on the right, with a 
stalk to them, of a sober and similar brown* 

Not long ago, 1 was slowly descending this very 
bit of camagoroad, the first turn after you leave 
30 AlbanOt oot j| little impeded by the worthy successors v 
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, of tho ancient prototypes of Veiento. It had been 
wild weather when I left Rome, and all across the 
Campagna the clouds were sweeping in sulphurous 
blue, with a clap of thunder or two, and breaking 
gleams of sun along the Claudian aqueduct lighting 5 
up the infinity of its arches like the bridge of chaos. 
But as I climbed the long slope of the Alban Mount, 
the storm swept finally to the north, and the noble 
outline of the domes of Albano, and graceful dark- 
ness of its ilex grove, rose against pure streaks of 10 
alternate blue and amber; the upper sky gradually 
flushing through the last fragments of rain-cloud in 
deep palpitating azure, half aether and half dew* The 
noon-day sun came slanting down the rocky slopes of 
Ij 3 l Riccia; and their masses of entangled and tall 15 
foliage, whose autumnal tints were mixed With the 
wet verdure of a thousand evergreens, were pene- 
trated with it as with rain. I cannot call it colour, 
it was Conflagration. Purple, and crimson, and 
scarlet, like the curtain? of God's tabernacle, the ao 
rejoicing trees sank into the valley in showers of 
light, every separate leaf quivering with buoyant and 
burning life ; each, as it turned to reflect or to trans- 
mit the sunbeam, first a torch and then an emerald. 
Far up into the recesses of the valley, the green vistas ^5 
arched like the hollows of mighty waves of some 
crystalline sea, with the arbutus flowers dashed along 
tkKir flanks for foam, and silver flakes of orange spray 
tos?ed into the air around them, breaking over the 
grey walls of rock into a thousand separate stars, 30 
fadifl|g and kindling alternately as the weak wind 
lifted and let them fall* Every glade of grass burned 
like the golden floor of heaven, opening in sudden 



8 


THE nUSKIN READER 


gleams as the foliage broke and closed above it, as « 
sheet-lightning opens in a cloud at sunset ; the motion- 
less masses of dark rock — dark though flushed with 
scarlet lichen, casting their quiet shadows across its 
S restless radiance, the fountain underneath them filling 
its marble hollow with blue mist and fitful sound; 
and over all, the multitudinous bars of amber and 
rose, the sacred clouds that have no darkness, and 
only exist to illumine, were seen in fathomless inter- 
lo vals between the solemn and orbed repose of the 
stone pines, passing to lose themselves in the last, 
while, blinding lustre of the measureless line where 
the Campagna melted into the blaze of the sea. 

Tell me, — who is likest this, Poussin or Turner? 

4. Dawn to dawn on the Bigi sky-scenery nn- 
attempted by the Ancients, but painted by 
Turner. 

IS It is difficult for us to conceive how any person can 
go to nature for a single day or hour, when she is 
really at work in any of her nobler spheres of action, 
and yet retain respect for the old masters; finding, 
as find he will, tha4 every scene which rises, rests, or 
20 departs before him, bears with it a thousand glories 
of which there is not one shadow, one image, one 
trace or line, in any of their works ; but which will 
illustrat^to him, at every new instant, some passage 
which he had not before understood in the high 
25 works of modem art Stand upon the peak of some 
isolated mountain at daybreak, when the night mists 
first rise from off the plains, and watch their white 
and lake-like fields, as they float in level bays and 
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.winding gulfs about the islanded summits of the 
lower hills, untouched yet by more than dawn, 
colder and more quiet than a windless sea under the 
moon of midnight ; watch when the first sunbeam is 
sent upon the silver channels, how the foam of their 5 
undulating surface parts and passes away, and down 
under their depths the glittering city and green 
pasture lie like Atlantis, between the white paths 
of winding rivers; the flakes of light falling every 
moment faster and broader among the starry spires, 10 
as the wreathed surges break and vanish above them, 
and the confused crests and ridges of the dark hills . 
shorten' their grey shadows upon the plain. Has 
Claude given this? Wait a little longer, and you 
shall see those scattered mists rallying in the ravines, 15 
and floating up towards you, along the winding 
valleys, till they couch in quiet masses, iridescent 
with the morning light, upon the broad breasts of 
the higHfer hills, whose leagues of massy undulation 
will melt back and back into that robe of material 20 
light, imtil they fade away, lost in its lustre, to 
appear again above, in the serene heaven, like a wild, 
bright, impossible dream, foundationless and inacces- 
sible, their very bases vanishing in^ the unsubstantial 
and mocking blue of the deep lake below. Has 25 '^ 
Claude given this ? Wait yet a little longer, and you 
shall see those mists gather themselves into white 
towers, and stand like fortresses along the promon- 
tories, massy and motionless, only piled with every 
instant higher and higher into the sky, and casting 30 
longetJiHshadows athwart the rocks; arid out of the 
pale blue of the horizon you will see forming and 
advancing a , troop of narrow, dark, pointed vapours, 
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which will cover the sky, inch by inch, with their 
grey network, and take the light off the landscape 
with an eclipse which will stop the singing of the 
birds and the motion of the leaves, together; and 
5 then you will sec horizontal bars of black shadow 
forming under them, and lurid wreaths create them- 
selves, you know not how, along the shoulders of the 
hills ; you never see them form,^but when you look 
back to a place which was clear an instant ago, there 
xo is a cloud on it, hanging by the precipices, as a hawk 
* pauses over his prey. Has Claude given this ? And 
then you will hear the sudden rush of the awakened 
wind, and you will see those watch-towers of vapour 
swept away from their foundations, and waving cur- 
15 tains of opaque rain let down to the valleys, swinging 
from the burdened clouds in black bending fringes, 
or pacing in pale columns along the lake level,, graz- 
ing its surface into foam as they go. And then, as 
the sun sinks, you shall see the storm drift for^an 
instant from off the hills, leaving their broad sides 
smoking, and loaded yet with snow-white, torn, 
steam-like rags of capricious vapour, now gone, now 
gathered again ; while the smouldering sun, seeming 
not far away, but < burning like a red-hot ball beside 
*5 you, and as if you could reach it, plunges through the 
rushing wind and rolling cloud with headlong fall| as 
if it* meant to rise no^more, dyeing all theairaboub 
it withijblood. Has Claude given this? And then 
you shall hear the fainting tempest die in the hoUdw 
30 of the night,' and you shall see a gteen halo kindling 
on the summit of the eastern hills, brighter-^brighter 
yet, till the large white drde of the slow moon is 
lifted up amoi^ the barred clouds, step by step, line 
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• by line ; Ettar after star she qubnches with her kind- 
ling light, setting jin their stead an atmy of pale, 
penetrable, fleecy wreaths in the heaven, to give 
light upon the earth, which move together, hand in 
hand, company by company, troop by troop, so s 
measured in their unity of motion, that the whole 
heaven seems to roll with them, and the earth to reel 
under them. Ask Claude, or his brethren, for that. 
And then wait yet for one hour, until the east again 
becomes purple, and the heaving mountains, rolling lo 
against it in daikncss, like waves of a wild sea, are 
drowned one by one in the glory of its burning; 
watch the white glaciers blaze in their winding paths 
about the mountains, like mighty serpents with scales 
of Are : watch the columnar peaks of solitary snow, 15 
kindling downwards, chasm by chasm, each in itself 
a new morning ; their long avalanches cast down in 
keen streams brighter than the lightning, sending 
e^l^h hi^ tribute of driven snow, like altar>smoke, up 
to the heaven; the rose-light of their silent domes 20 
flushing that heaven about them and above them, 
piercing with purer light through its purple lines of 
lifted cloud, casting a new glory on every wreath as 
it passes by, until the whole flfeaven, one scarlet 
canopy, is interwoven with a roof of waving flame, 35 
and tossing, vault beyond vault, as with the drifted 
wings of many companies of angels : and then, when 
you can look no more for gladness, and wiien you 
axe bowed down with fear and love of the Maker and 
Tkm of this, tell me who has best delivered this 30 
His message unto men ! 
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5 . Turner’s Rocks : **The Fall of the Tees.” 

It would take me no reasonable or endurable time, 
if I were to point out one half of the various kinds 
and classes of falsehood which the inventive faculties 
of the old masters succeeded in originating, in the 
5 drawing of foregrounds. It is not this man nor that 
man, nor one school nor another ; all agree in entire 
repudiation of everything resembling facts, and in 
the high degree of absurdity of what they substitute 
for them. Even Cuyp, who evidently saw and studied 
10 a certain kind of nature, as an artist should do ; not 
fishing for idealities, but taking what nature gave 
him, and thanking her for it; even he ai)pears to 
have supposed that the drawing of the earth might 
be trusted to chance or imagination, and, in conse- 
15 quence, strews his banks with lumps of dough, instead 
of stones. 

Turner’s Upper Fall of the Tecs, Yorksfiire, en- 
graved in the England series, may be given as a 
standard example of rock-drawing to be opposed to 
20 the work of Salvator, We have, in the great face of 
rock which divides the two streams, horizontal lines 
which indicate th^ real direction of the strata, and 
the same lines are given in ascending perspective all 
along the precipice on the right. But we see also 
as on the central precipice fissures absolutely vertical, 
which inform us of one series of joints dividing these 
horizontal strata ; and the exceeding smoothness and 
evenness of the precipice itself inform us that it has 
been caused by a great separation of substance in the 
30 direction of another more important line of joints, 
running across the river. Accordingly we see on the 
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* left that the whole summit of the precipice is divided 
again and again by this great series of joints into 
vertical beds, which lie against each other with their 
sides toward us, and are traversed downwards by the 
same vertical lines traceable on the face of the central s 
cliff. Now, let me direct especial attention to the 
way in which Turner has marked, over this general 
and grand unity of structure, the modifying effects of 
the weather and the torrent. Observe how the whole 
surface of the hill above the precipice on the left lo 
is brought into one smooth unbroken curvature of 
gentle convexity, until it comes to the edge of the 
precipice, and then, just on the angle, breaks into 
the multiplicity of fissure which marks its geological 
structure. Observe how every one of the separate 15 
blocks into which it divides is rounded and convex 
in its, salient edges turned to the weather, and how 
every one of their inward angles is marked clearly 
anid shsfrply by the determined shadow and trans- 
parent reflex. Observe how exquisitely graceful are ao 
all the curves of the convex surfaces, indicating that 
every one of them has been modelled by the winding 
arid undulating of running water; and how gradually 
they become steeper as tliey descend, until they , 
are torn down into the face of the precipice. Finally, 35 
observe the exquisite variety of all the touches 
which express fissure or shade ; every one in varying 
direction and with new form, and yet of w]|ich one 
deep ^d marked piece of shadow indicates the 
greatest proximity; and from this every shade be- 30 
comas fainter and Winter, until all are lost in the 
obacurityVdnd dimness of die hanging precipice 
. inad;the shattering Agsun, see how the same 
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fractures just upon the edge take place with the < 
central cliff above the right-hand fall, and how the 
force of the water is told us by the confusion of debris 
accumulated in its channel. In fact, the great quality, 
5 about Turner's drawings which more especially proves 
their transcendent truth is, the capability they afford 
^us of reasoning on past and future phenomena, just 
as if we had the ^ctual. rocks before us; for this? 
indicates not that one truth is given, or another, not 
JO that a pretty or interesting morsel has been selected 
here and there, but that the whole truth has been 
given, with all the relations of its parts ; so that we 
can pick and choose our points of pleasure or of 
thought for ourselves, and reason upon the whole with 
15 the same certainty which we should after having 
climbed and hammered over the rocks bit by bit 
With this drawing before him, a geologist could give 
a lecture upon the whole system of aqueous erosion, 
and speculate as safely upon the past and futtfre states 
ao' of this very spot, as if he were standing and getting 
wet with the spray. He would tell you at once, that 
. the waterfall was in a state of rapid recession; that it 
had once formed a wide cataract just at the place 
where the figure. isPsitting on the heap of debris ; and 
95 that when it was there, part of it came down by the 
channel on the left, its bed beipg still marked by the 
delicately chiselled lines of fissure. He would tell 
you tha^the foreground had also once been the to|> . 
\ of the and that the vertical fissures on the 
30 of it were evidently then the channel of a side streaid^ 
He would tell you that the fall was th6h jthuch ‘ 
;; thad it is now, and that being lower, it faj^ less 
cut itself a nanrower bed; and that the 
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^ where it reached the higher precipice is marked by 
the expansion of the wide basin which its increased 
violence has excavated, and by the gradually increasing 
concavity of the rocks below, which we see have been 
hollowed into a complete vault by the elastic bound $ 
of the water. But neither he nor I could tell you 
with what exquisite and finished marking of every 
fragment and particle of sqil or rpek, both in its own 
structure and in the evidence it bears of these great 
influences, the whole of this is confirmed and carried lo 
out 

6. The Sea; Turner’s ** Snowstorm” and “Slave 
Ship ” 

Few peoi)le, comparatively, have ever seen the 
effect on the sea of a powerful gale continued with- 
out intermission for three or four days and nights; 
and to those who have not, I believe it must be un- 15 
imaginable, not from the mere force or size of surge, 
but from the complete annihilation of the limit be- 
tween sea and air. The water from its prolonged 
agitation is beaten, not into mere creaming foam, but 
into masses of accumulated yeast; which hang in 20 
ropes and wreaths from wave to wave, and, where 
one curls over to break, form a festoon like a drapery 
from its edge; these are taken up by the wind, not 
in dissipating dust, but bodily, in writhing, hjmging, 
coiling masses, which majee the air white and thick 25 
as with snow, only the flakes are a foot or two long 
each ; tiie surges themselves are full of foam in their 
very bodies, underneath, making them white all 
through, as the water is under a great cataract ; and 
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their masses, being thus half Water and half air, are^ 
torn to pieces by the wind whenever they rise, and 
carried away in roaring smoke, which chokes and 
strangles like actual water. Add to this, that when 
5 the air has been exhausted of its moisture by long 
rain, the spray of the sea is caught by it, and covers 
its surface not merely with the smoke of finely divided 
water, but with boiling mist; imagine also the low 
rain-clouds brought down to the very level of the sea, 
lo as I have often seen them, whirling and flying in rags 
and fragments from wave to wave ; and finally, con- 
ceive the surges themselves in their utmost pitch of 
power, velocity, vastness, and madness, lifting them- 
selves in precipices and peaks, furrowed with their 
15 whirl of ascent, through all this chaos ; and you will 
understand that there is indeed no distinction left 
between the sea and air ; that no object, nor horizon, 
nor any land-mark or natural evidence of position is 
left; that the heaven is all spray, and the«ocean all 
20 cloud, and that you can see no farther in any (direc- 
tion than you could see through a cataract. Suppose 
the effect of the first sunbeam sent from above to 
show this annihilation to itself, and you have the sea 
picture of the A^tademy, 1842, the Snowstorm, one 
of the very grandest statements of sea-motion, mist, 
and light, that has ever been put on canvas, even by 
Turner. Of course, it was not understood ; his finest 
works pever are : but there was some apology for the 
publics not comprehending this, for few people have , 
had tibe opportunity of seeing the Sea at such a time, 
they have, cannot face it To hold by a 
thast or a rock, and watch it, is a prolcmged endur* 
ance of drowning which few people have courage to 
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go through. To those who have, it is one of the 
noblest lessons of nature. 

But, I think, the noblest sea that Turner has ever 
painted, and, if so, the noblest certainly ever painted 
by man, is that of the Slave Ship, the chief Academy 5 
picture of the Exhibition of 1840. It is a sunset on 
the Atlantic, after prolonged storm ; but the storm 
is partially lulled, and the torn and streaming rain- 
clouds are moving in scarlet lines to lose themselves 
in the hollow of the night. The whole surface of sea 10 
included in the picture is divided into two ridges of 
enormous swell, not high, nor local, but a low broad 
heaving of the whole ocean, like the lifting of its 
bosom by deep-drawn breath after the torture of the 
storm. Between these two ridges the fire of the 15 
sunset falls along the trough of the sea, dyeing it 
with amawful but glorious light, the intense and lurid 
splendour which burns like gold, and bathes like 
blood. Aong this fiery path and valley, the tossing 
waves by which the swell of the sea is restlessly 20 
divided, lift themselves in dark, indefinite, fantastic 
forms, each casting a faint and ghastly shadow behind 
it along the illumined foam. They do not rise every- 
where, but three or four together inVild groups, fit- 
fully and furiously, as the under strength of the swell 25 
comp<!Sls or permits them; leaving between them 
treacherous spaces of level and whirling water, now 
lighted with green and lamp-like fire, now flashing 
back the gold of the declining sun, now fearfully 
dyed from above with the undistinguishable images 30 
of the Suming clouds, which fall upon them in flakes 
of crimson and scarlet, and give to the reckless waves 
added motion of their own fiery flying* Purple 
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and blue, the lurid shadows of the hollow breaker?, 
are cast upon the mist of night, which gathers cold 
and low, advancing like the shadow of death upon 
the guilty ship as it labours amidst the lightning of 
5 the sea, its thin masts written upon the sky in lines 
of blood, girded with condemnation in that fearful 
hue which signs the sky with horror, and mixes its 
flaming flood with the sunlight, and, cast far along 
the desolate heave of the sepulchral waves, incarna- 
lo dines the multitudinous sea. 

I believe, if I were reduced to rest Turner's im- 
mortality upon any single work, I should choose this. 
Its daring conception, ideal in the highest sense of 
the word, is based on the purest truth, and wrought 
IS out with the concentrated knowledge of a life; its 
colour is absolutely perfect, not one false or morbid 
hue in any part or line, and so modulated that every 
square inch of canvas is a perfect composition; its 
drawing as accurate as fearless; the shi;^ buoyant, 
20 bending, and full of motion ; its tones as true as they 
are wonderful; and- the whole picture dedicated to 
the most sublime of subjects and impressions (com- 
pleting thus the perfect system of all truth, which we 
have shown to oe formed by Turner's works) — ^the 
25 power, majesty, and deathfulness of the open, deep, 
illimitable sea. 


7. To Young Artists. 

One of the most morbid symptoms of the general 
taste of the present day is, a too great fondness for 
unfimshed works* BriUiancy and rapidity of e?cecu‘ 
30 tion are eVqji^here sought as the highest good, and 
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•SO that a picture be cleverly handled as far as it is 
carried, little regard is paid to its imperfection as a 
whole. Hence some artists are permitted, and others 
compelled, to confine themselves to a manner of 
working altogether destructive of their powers, and 5 
to tax their energies, not to concentrate the greatest 
quantity of thought on the least possible space of 
canvas, but to produce the greatest quantity of glitter 
and clap-trap in the shortest possible time. To the 
idler and trickster in art, no system can be more lo 
advantageous ; but to the man who is really desirous 
of doing something worth having lived for, to a man 
of industry, energy, or feeling, we believe it to be the 
cause of the most bitter discouragement. If ever, 
working upon a favourite subject or a beloved idea, 35 
he is induced to tax his powers to the utmost, and 
to sperid as much time upon his picture as he feels 
necessary ^for its perfection, he will not be able to get 
so high a price for the result, perhaps, of a twelve- 
month’s thought, as he might have obtained for half- 20 
a-dozen sketches with a forenoon’s work in each, and 
he is compelled either to fall back upon mechanism, 
or to starve. « 

^ Now the press should especially endeavour to con- 
vince the public that by this purchase of imperfect 25 
pictures they not only prevent all progress and develop- 
ment of high talent, and set tricksters and mecjpnics 
on a level with men of mind, but defraud and injure 
themselves. For there is no doubt whatever, that, 
estimated merely by the quantity* of pleasure it is 30 
capable of conveying, a well-finishfed picture is worth 
to its possessor half-a-dozen incomplete ones; and 
^at a perfect drawing is, simply as a sourdb of delight, 
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better worth a hundred guineas than a drawing hal^ 
as finished is worth thirty. 

On the other hand, the body of our artists should 
be kept in mind, that, by indulging the public with 
5 rapid and unconsidered work, they are not only de- 
priving themselves of the benefit which each picture 
ought to render to them, as a piece of practice and 
study, but they are destroying the refinement of 
general taste, and rendering it impossible for them- 
lo selves ever to find a market for more careful works, 
supposing that they were inclined to execute them. 
Nor need any single artist be afraid of setting the 
example, and producing laboured works, at advanced 
prices, among the cheap <j[uick drawings of the day. 

15 The public will soon find the value of the com- 
plete work, and will be more ready to give a large 
sum for that which is inexhaustible, than* a por- 
tion of it for that which they arc wearied of in a 
month. The artist who never lets the price com- 
ao mand the picture, will soon find the picture command 
the price. 

And it ought to be a rule with every painter, never 
to let a picture Jjeave his easel while it is yet capable 
of improvement, or of having more thought put into ^ 
25 it. The general ofiect is often perfect and pleaspg, 
and not to be improved upon, when the details and 


do 


facts are altogether imperfect and unsatisfactory. It 
may iSe difficult, perhaps the most difficult task of art^ 
to complete these details, and not to hurt the general 
effect ; but, until the artist can do this, his art is im- 
perfect and his picture unfinished That only is a 
cdbipleto picture which has both the general whole- 
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perfection of nature’s details. And it is only in the 
effort to unite these that a painter really improves. By 
aiming only at details, he becomes a mechanic ; by 
aiming only at generals, he becomes a trickster; his 
fall in both cases is sure. Two questions the artist 5 
has, therefore, always to ask himself: First, “Is my 
whole right?” Secondly, “Can my details be added 
to ? Is there a single space in the picture where I 
can crowd in another thought ? Is there a curve in 
it which 1 can modulate, a line which I can vary, a 10 
vacancy I can fill ? Is there a single spot which the 
eye, by any peering or prying, can fathom or exhaust ? 
if so, my picture is imperfect : and if, in modulating 
the line or filling the vacancy, I hurt the general effect, 
my ait is imperfect.” t$ 

But, on the other hand, though incomplete pic- 
tures dught neither to be produced nor purchased, 
careful apd real sketches ought to be valued much 
more highly than they are. Studies of landscape, 
in chalk or sepia, should form a part of every Exhl- so 
bition, and a room should be allotted to drawings 
and designs of figures in the Academy. We should 
. be heartily glad to see the rooip which is now , 

' devoted to bad drawings of incorporeal and imagi- 
nary architecture^-^f things which never were, and 25 
which, thank Heaven ! never will be, — occupied, in- 
stead, by careful studies for historical pictures; not' 

" blots of chiaroscuro, but delicate outlines i^ith the. 
pen or crayon. 

From young artists nothing Ought to be tolerated 3a 
biit i^ple botA fide imitation of nature. They have 
ho business to ape the execution of masters ; to utter 
. weak and disjointed repetitions of othe%!men’$ words, 



22 


THE RUSKIN READER 


and mimic the gestures of the jireacher, without un-* 
derstanding his meaning or sharing in his emotions. 
We do not want their crude ideas of composition, 
their unformed conceptions of the Beautiful, their 
5 unsystematized experiments upon the Sublime. We 
scorn their velocity ; for it is without direction : we 
reject their decision; for it is without grounds; we 
contemn their composition ; for it is without materials ; 
we reprobate their choice; for it is without comparison, 
lo Their duty is neither to choose, nor compose, nor 
imagine, nor experimentalize ; but to be humble and 
earnest in following the steps of nature, and tracing 
the finger of God. Nothing is so bad a symptom, in 
the work of young artists, as too much dexterity of 
15 handling ; for it is a sign that they arc satisfied with 
their work, and have tried to do nothing more than 
they w'ere able to do. Their work should b<? full of 
failures; for these are the signs of effort^. They 
should keep to quiet colours, greys and browns ; and, 
20 making the early works of Turner their example, 
as his latest are to be their object of emulation, 
should go to Nature in all singleness of heart, and 
walk with her lajporiously and trustingly, having no 
other thoughts but how best to penetrate her mean- 
as ing, and remember her instruction ; rejecting nothing, 
selecting nothing, and scorning nothing; believing 
all things to be right and good, and rejoicing 
always *in the truth. Then, when their memories 
are stored, and their imaginations fed, and their 
30 hands firm, let them take up the scarlet and the 
gold* give the reins to their fancy, and show us 
what their heads are made of. We will follow 
them wherever they choose to lead ; we will check at 
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iPOthing ; they are then our masters, and are fit to be 
so. They have placed themselves above our criticism, 
and we will listen to their words in all faith and 
humility ; but not unless they themselves have before 
bowed, in the same submission, to a higher Authority $ 
and Master. 
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From “Modern Painters,’’ Vol. 11 . 

ON BEAUTY, AND IMAGINATION. 

1. Of Beauty. 

By the term Beauty properly arc signified two things. 
First, that external quality of bodies which, whether 
it occur in a stone, flower, beast, or in man, is abso- 
lutely identical ; which may be shown to be in some 
5 sort typical of the Divine attributes; and which 
therefore I shall, for distinction’s sake, call Typical 
Beauty ; and, secondarily, the appearance of felicitous 
fulfilment of function in living things, more especially 
of the joyful and right exertion of perfect life in man ; 
lo and this kind of beauty I shall call Vital Beauty. 

Any application of the word Beautiful to other 
appearances or qualities than these is eitheV false or 
metaphorical ; as, for instance, to the splendour of a 
discovery, the fitness of a proportion, the coherence 
15 of a chain of reasoning, or the power of bestowing 
pleasure' which objects receive from association, a 
power confessedlj' great, and interfering in a most 
embarrassing way with the attractiveness of inherent 
beauty. 

2, Of typical Beauty : Infinity, the type of the 
Divine XhcomptebenEdbility. 

ae, That all form^ of acknowledged beauty are composed 

exolusively of curves will, I believe, be at once allowed; 
but that which there wiU be need more especially to 
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» prove is, the subtlety and constancy of curvature in 
all natural forms whatsoever. I believe that, except 
in crystals, in certain mountain forms admitted for 
the sake of sublimity or contrast (as in the slope of 
debris), in rays of light, in the levels of calm water s 
and alluvial land, and in some few organic develop- 
ments, there are no lines nor surfaces of nature 
without curvature ; though, as we before saw in clouds, 
more especially in their under lines towards the hori- 
zon, and in vast and extended plains, right lines are lo 
often suggested which are not actual. AVithout these 
we could not be sensible of the value of the contrast- 
ing curves; and while, therefore, for the most part 
the eye is fed in natural forms with a grace of curva- 
ture which no hand nor instrument can follow, other 15 
means are provided to give beauty to those surfaces 
which, are admitted for contrast, as in water by its 
reflection of the gradations which it possesses not itself. 

In freshly broken ground which Nature has not yet 
had time to model, in quarries and pits which arc none 20 
of her cutting, in those convulsions and evidences 
of convulsion of whose influence on ideal landscape 
I shall presently have occasion to^ speak, and gene- 
rally in all ruin and disease, and interference of one 
order of being with another (as in the browsing line 25 
of park trees), the curves vanish, and violently opposed 
or broken and unmeaning lines take their place. 

What curvature is to lines, gradation is teP shades 
and colours. It is their infinity, and divides^ them 
into an infinite number of degrees. Absolutely with- 30 
out gradation ho natural surface can possibly be, 
except under circumstances of so rare conjunction as 
to amount to a fims na^urm ; for we l^ve seen that 
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few surfaces are without curvature, and every curved 
surface must be gradated by the nature of light ; and 
for the gradation of the few plane surfaces that exist, 
means are provided in local colour, aerial perspective, 
5 reflected lights, etc., from which it is but barely con- 
ceivable that they should ever escape. For instances 
of the complete absence of gradation we must look 
to man's work, or to his disease and decrepitude. 
Compare the gradated colours of the rainbow with 
lo the stripes of a target, and the gradual deepening of 
the youthful blood in the cheek with an abrupt patch 
of rouge, or with the sharply drawn veins of old age. 

Such are the expressions of infinity which we find 
in creation, of which the importance is to be estimated 
IS rather by their frequency than by their distinctness. 
Let, however, the reader bear constantly in*mind 
that I insist not on his accepting any interpretation 
of mine, but only on his dwelling so long 6 n those 
objects which he perceives to be beautiful, as to 
20 determine whether the qualities to which I trace their 
beauty be necessarily there or not. Farther expres- 
sions of infinity there are in the mystery of Nature, 
and, in some measure, in her vastness ; but these are 
dependent on our own imperfections, and therefore, 
®S though they produce sublimity, they are unconnected 
with beauty. For that which we foolishly call vast- 
ness is, %ightly considered, not more wonderful, not 
more impressive, than that which we insolently call 
littleness ; and the infinity of God is not mysterious, 
30 it is only unfathomable ; not concealed, but incom- 
prehensible ; it is a clear infinity, the darkness of the 
pure unsearch|ble sea. 
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3. Unity ; type of the Diirine Comprehensiveness. 

There is not any matter, nor any spirit, nor any 
creature, but it is capable of a unity of some kind 
with other creatures ; and in that unity is its perfection 
and theirs, and a pleasure also for the beholding of 
all other creatures that can behold. So the unity of 5 
spirits is partly in their sympathy, and partly in their 
giving and taking, and always in their love ; and these 
are their delight and their strength ; for their strength 
is in their co- working and army fellowship, and their 
delight is in the giving and receiving of alternate 10 
and perpetual good; their inseparable dependency 
on each other’s being, and their essential and perfect 
depending on their Creator’s. And so the unity of 
earthly creatures is their powei and their peace ; not 
like the ^dead and cold peace of undisturbed stones 15 
and solitary mountains ; but tlie living peace of trust, 
and the living power of support ; of hands that hold 
each other and are still. And so the unity of matter 
is, in its noblest form, the organization of it which 
builds it up into temples for the ^spirit ; and in its 20 
lower form, the sweet and strange affiijity which gives 
to it the glory of its orderly elements, and the fair 
variety of change and assimilation that turns the dust 
into the crystal, and separates the waters that be 
above the firmament from the waters that be beneath : 25 
and, in its lowest form, it is the working and walking 
and dinging together that gives their power to the 
winds, and its syllables and soundings to the air, and 
their weight to the waves, and their burning to the 
sunbeams, and their stability to the xisountains, and 30 
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to every creature whatsoever operation is for its glory 
and for others’ good. 

Now of that which is thus necessary to the perfection 
of all things, all appearance, sign, type, or suggestion 
S must be beautiful, in whatever matter it may appear ; 
and the appearance of some species of unity is, in 
the most determined sense of the word, essential to 
the perfection of beauty in lines, colours, or forms. 

4. Repose ; type of the Divine Permanence. 

In the Cathedral of Lucca, near the entrancc-door 
lo of the north transept, there is a monument by Jacopo^ 
della Quercia to Ilaria di Caretto, the wife of Paolo 
Guinigl I name it not as more beautiful or perfect 
than other examples of the same period; but as 
furnishing an instance of the exact and right» mean 
15 between the rigidity and rudeness of the earlier monu- 
mental effigies, and the morbid imitation of life, sleep, 
or death, of which the fashion has taken place in 
modern times. She is lying on a simple couch with 
a hound at her -feet ; not on the side, but with the 
so head laid straight ^nd simply on the hard pillow, in 
which, let it be observed, there is no effort at decep- 
tive imitation of pressure. It is understood as a 
pillow, but not mistaken for one. The hair is bound 
in a flat braid over the fair brow, the sweet and arched 
»S eyes ar# closed, the tenderness of the loving lips is 
set and quiet ; there is that about them which forbids 
breath ; something which is not death nor sleep, but 
the pure image of both* The hands are not ih 
prayer, neither folded, but the arms are Idid at length 
30 upon the bodyi,and the bands cross as they fall ' The 
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• feet are hidden by the drapery, and the forms of the 
limbs concealed, but not their tenderness. 

If any of us, after staying for a time beside this 
tomb, could see, through his tears, one of the vain 
and unkind encumbrances of the grave, which, in 5 
these hollow and heartless days, feigned Rorrow builds 
to foolish pride, he would, I believe,* receive such a 
lesson of love as no coldness could refuse, no fatuity 
forget, and no insolence disobey. 

5. Symmetry ] type of Divine Justice. 

Whether the agreeableness of symmetry be in any 
way referable to its expression of abstract justice, I xo 
leave the reader to determine ; I only assert respect- 
ing it, that it is necessary to the dignity of every form, 
and that by the removal of it we shall render the 
other elements of beauty comparatively ineffectual: 
though, on the other hand, it is to be observed that 15 
it is rather a mode of arrangement of qualities than 
a quality itself; and hence symmetry has little power 
over the mind, unless all the other constituents of 
beauty be found together with it^ A form may be 
symmetrical and ugly, as many Elizabathan ornaments, 20 
and yet not so ugly as, it would have been if unsym- 
metrical, but bett^ed always by increasing degrees of 
symmetry : as in star-figures wherein there is acircuU^r 
symmetry of many like members, whence their frequent 
use pc the plan and ground of ornamental designs, as 
So also it is observable that foliage in which the 
leaves are concentrically grouped, as in the chestnut^ 
and many ahrubs, rhododend^ns, for^instance, is far 



30 THE RUSKIN READER 

nobler in its effects than any other, so that the sweet* 
chestnut most fondly and frequently occurs in the 
landscape of Tintoret and Titian. And even in the 
meanest things the rule holds, as in the kaleidoscope, 

5 wherein agrceableness is given to forms altogether 
accidental, merely by their repetition and reciprocal 
opposition. Which orderly balance and arrangement 
are essential to the perfect operation of the more 
earnest and solemn (qualities of the Beautiful, as being 
lo heavenly in their nature, and contrar)^ to the violence 
and disorganization of sin; so that the seeking of 
them, and submission to them, are characteristic of 
minds that have been subjected to lugh moral disci- 
pline, and constant in all the great religious painters, 

IS to the degree of being an offence and a scorn to men 
of less tuned and tranquil feeling. Ecpial ranks of 
saints arc placed on each side of the picture ; if there 
be a kneeling figure on one side, there is^a corre- 
sponding one on the other ; the attendant angels be- 
20 neath and above arc arranged in like order ; and the 
balance is preserved even in actions necessitating 
variety of grouping, as always by (Jiolto; and by 
Ghirlandajo in th<^ introduction of his chorus-like side 
figures ; and by Tintoret most eminently in his noblest ^ 
2S work, the Crucifixion, where not only the grouping, 
but the arrangement of light, is absolutely symmetried. 
Where there is no symmetry, the effects of passion 
and violbnce are increased, and many very sublime 
pictures derive their sublimity from the want of it, 

30 but they lose proportionally in the diviner quality of 
beauty. In landscape the same sense of symmetry 
* is preserved, as we shall presently see, even to artifi- 
cialness, by tl)p greatest men ; and it is one of the 
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« principal faults in the landscapes of the present day, 
that the symmetry of nature is sacrificed to irregular 
picturesqueness. Of this, however, hereafter, 

5. Parity ; type of Divine Energy. 

If we carefully analyse the nature of our ideas of 
impurity in general, we shall find them refer especi- s 
ally to conditions of matter in which its various 
elements are placed in a relation incapable of healthy 
or proper operation; and most distinctly to condi- 
tions in which the negation of vital or energetic action 
is most evident; as in corruption and decay of all 10 
kinds, wherein particles which once, by their opera- 
tion on each other, produced a living and energetic 
whole, are reduced to a condition of perfect passive- 
ness, ip which they are seized upon and appropriated, 
one by onc‘, piecemeal, by whatever has need of is 
them, ^^thout any power of resistance or energy of 
their own. And thus there is a peculiar painfulncss 
attached to any associations of inorganic with organic 
matter, such as aj)pear to involve the inactivity and 
feebleness of the latter ; so that things which are not 20 
felt to be foul in their own natSrc become so in 
association with things of greater inherent energy: 
as dust or earth, which in a mass excites no painful 
sensation, excites a most disagreeable one when 
strewing or staining an animaVs skin; because it *5 
implies a decline and deadening of the vital and 
healthy power of the skin. But all reasoning about 
this Impresssion is rendered difficult, because the 
ocular sense of impurity connected with corruption . 
is enhanced by the offending of other^ senses and by 30 
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the grief and horror of it in its own nature, as the« 
Special punishment and evidence of sin ; and on the 
other hand, the ocular delight in purity is mingled, 
as I before observed, with the love of the mere 
5 element of light, as a type of wisdom and of truth ; 
whence it seems to me that wc admire the trans- 
parency of bodies ; though probably it is still rather 
owing to our sense of more perfect order and arrange- 
ment of particles, and not to our love of light, that 
JO we look upon a piece of rocl^ crystal as purer than a 
piece of marble, and on the marble as purer than a 
piece of chalk. And let it be observed, also, that 
the most lovely objects in nature are only partially 
transparent. 1 suppose the utmost possible sense of 
i 5 beauty is conveyed by a feebly translucent, smooth, 
It but not lustrous surface of white, and pale warm red, 
subdued by the most pure and delicate greyp, as in 
the finer portions of the human frame ; in wreaths of 
snow, and in white plumage under rose light fso Viola 
ao of Olivia in Twelfth /Night, and Homer of Atrides 
wounded. And 1 think that transparency and lustre, 
both beautiful in themselves, are incompatible with 
the highest beauty; because they destroy form, on 
the full perception of which more of the divinely 
25 typical character of the object depends than upon its 
colour. Hence in the beauty of snow and of flesh, so 
much Iranslucency is allowed as is consistent with the 
full exp^nation of the forms; while we are suffered 
to receive more intense impressions of light and 
30 transparency from other bbjects, which nevertheless, 
owing to their necessarily unperceived form, are not 
perfectly nor afiectingly beautiful A fair forehead 
outshiues its diamond diadem. The sparkle of the 
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cascade withdraws not our eyes from the snowy 
summits in their evening silence. 

So in all cases 1 suppose that pureness is made 
to us desirable, because expressive of that constant 
presence and energizing of the Deity by which all S 
things live and move, and have their being ; and that 
foulness is painful as the accompaniment of disorder 
and decay, and always indicative of the withdrawal of 
Divine support. And the practical analogies of life, 
the invariable c onnection of outward foulness with lo 
mental sloth and degradation, as well as with bodily 
lethargy and disease, together with the contrary indi- 
cations of freshness and purity belonging to every 
healthy and active organic frame (singularly seen in 
the effort of the young leaves when first their inward is 
energy prevails over the earth, pierces its corruption, 
and shakes its dust away from their own white purity 
of life), all these circumstances strengthen the instinct 
by associations countless and irresistible. And then, 
finally, with the idea of purity comes that of spiritu- ao 
ality ; for the essential characteristic of matter is its 
inertia, whence, by adding to its purity of energy, we 
may in some measure spiritualize even matter itself. 

JThus in the Apocalyptic descriptions, it is the purity 
of every substance that fits it for its place in heaven ; 25 
the river of the water of life, that proceeds out of the 
throne of the Lamb, is clear as crystal, and the pave- 
ment of the city is pure gold *Mike unto clear gihss.’’ 

Moderation ; the type of Ctoveminent by liav* 

I have put this attribute of beauty last, because I 
consider it the girdle and safeguard of^cdl the rest, so 
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and in this respect the most essential of all ; for 
is possible that a certain degree of beauty may be 
attained even in the absence of one of its other con- 
stitutents, as sometimes in some measure without 
5 symmetry or without unity. But the least appearance 
of violence or extravagance, of the want of modera- 
tion and restraint, is, 1 think, destructive of all beauty 
whatsoever in everything, colour, form, motion, latf- 
guage, or thought ; giving rise to that which in colour 
lo we call glaring, in form inek gant, in motion ungrace- 
ful, in language coarse, in thought undisciplined, in 
all unchastened ; which qualities are in everything 
most painful, because the signs of disobedient and 
irregular operation. And herein we at last find the 
15 reason of that which has been so often noted respect- 
ing the subtlety and almost invisibility of natural 
curves and colours, and why it is that we^Jook on 
those lines as less beautiful which fall into wide and 
far license of curvature, and as most beautiful which 
20 approach nearest (so that the curvilinear character be 
distinctly asserted) to the government of the right 
line ; as in the pure and severe curves of the draperies 
of the religious painters. And thus in colour it is not 
red, but rose colour, which is most beautiful ; neithej;,, 
35 such actual green as we find in summer foliage partly, 
and in our painting of it constantly, but such grey 
green as that into which nature modifies her distant 
tints, <or such pale green and uncertain as we see in 
sunset sky, and in the clefts of the glacier arid the 
30 chi7.sopmse, and the sea-foam ; and so of all colours; 
not that they may not sometimes be deep and full, 
but that there is a solemn moderation even in their 
very fulness^ and a holy reference, beyond and out of 
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4 heir own nature, to great harmonies by which they 
are governed, and in obedience to which is their 
glory. 


8. Of Vital Beauty. 

I proceed more particularly to examine the nature 
of that second kind of Beauty of which I spoke, as s 
consisting in “ the appearance of felicitous fulfilment 
of function in living things.” I have already noticed 
the exami)le of very pure and high typical beauty 
which is to be found in the lines and gradations of 
unsullied snow : if, passing to the edge of a sheet of xo 
it, upon the Lower Alps, early in May, we find, as 
we are nearly sure to find, two or three little round 
openings pierced in it, and through these emergent, 
a slender, pensive, fragile flower, whose small, dark 
purple-f;inged bell hangs down and shudders over 15 
the icy cleft that it has cloypn, as if partly wondering 
at its own recent grave, and partly dying of very 
fatigue after its hard-won victory ; we shall be, or we 
ought to be, moved by a totally different impression 
of loveliness from that which we receive among the 20 
dead ice and the idle clouds. Thei^ is now uttered 
xJ;q us a call for sympathy, now offered to us an image 
of inoml purpose and achievement, which, however 
unconscious or senseless the creature may indeed be 
that so seems to call, cannot be heard without affec- 25 
tion, nor contemplated without worship, by an/ of us 
whose heart is rightly tuned, or whose mind is clearly 
and surely sighted. 

9 


The moment vre begin to look upon any creature 
as subordinate to some purpose out of some of sp 
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the sense of organic beauty is lost. Thus, when we*» 
are told that the leaves of a plant are occupied in 
decomposing carbonic acid, and preparing oxygen 
for us, we begin to look upon il with some such in- 
5 difference as upon a gasometer. It has become a 
machine ; some of our sense of its happiness is gone ; 
its emanation of inherent life is no longer pure. The 
bending trunk, waving to and fro in the wind above 
the waterfall, is beautiful because it is happy, though 
,0 it is perfectly useless to us. The same trunk, hewn 
down, and thrown across the stream, has lost its 
beauty. It serves as a bridge — it has become useful ; 
and its beauty is gone, or what it retains is purely 
“typical,” dependent on its lines and colours, not on 
IS its functions. Saw it into planks, and though now 
adapted to become permanently useful, its beauty is 
lost for ever, or to be regained only when d^cay and 
ruin shall have withdraw^ it again from use, and left 
it to receive from the hand of nature the vflvet moss 
30 and varied lichen, which may again suggest ideas of 
inherent happiness, and tint its mouldering sides with 
hues of life. 

But still cleaj^r evidence of its being indeed the 
expression of happiness to which we look for our 
JJ5 pleasure in organic form, is to be found in the way 
in which we regard the bodily frame of animals : of 
which it is to be noted first, that there i$ not any- 
thing Vhich causes so intense and tormenting a sense 
of ugliness as any scar, wound, monstrosity, or impei'^ 
30 fecdon which seems inconsistent with the anitnal^s ease 
and health ; and that although in vegetables, where 
there is no immediate sense of pain, we are cotn- 
paratively little hurt by tsccroscetices and irreguIaritieSi 
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• but are sometimes even delighted with them, and 
fond of them, as children of the oak-apple, and some- 
times look upon them as more interesting than the 
uninjured conditions, as in the gnarled and knotted 
^ trunks of trees; yet the slightest approach to any- 5 
thing of the kind in animal form is regarded with 
intense horror, merely from the sense of pain it con- 
veys. And, in the second place, it is to be noted 
that whenever we dissect the animal frame, or con- 
ceive it as dissected, and substitute in our thoughts xo 
the neatness of mechanical contrivance for the plea- 
sure of the animal ; the moment we reduce enjoyment 
to ingenuity, and volition to leverage, that instant all 
sense of beauty ceases. Take, for instance, the action 
of the limb of the ostrich, which is beautiful so long 15 
as we see it in its swift uplifting along the Desert 
sands, g,nd trace in the tread of it her scorn of the 
horse and his rider, but would infinitely lose of its 
impressiveness, if we could see the spring ligament 
playing backwards and forwards in alternate jerks ao 
over the tubercle at the hock ’joint. It is by a 
beautiful ordinance of the Creator that all these 
mechanisms are concealed from sight, though open 
^o investigation ; and that in all which is outwardly 
manifested, we seem to see His presence rather than 25 
His workmanship, and the mysterious breath of life 
rather than the adaptation of matter. 

8. fancy and Imagination ; illustrated from the 
Dragons of Betsch and Turner. 

In Retseb’s illustrations to Schiller’s Kampf mit 
deitt Praohen, we have an instance, miserably feeble 
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indeed, but characteristic, and suited to our present* 
puipose, of the detailing, finishing action of the 
fancy. The dragon is drawn from head to tail, 
vulture eyes, serpent teeth, forked tongue, fiery crest, 

5 armour, claws, and coils as grisly as may be ; his den 
is drawn, and all the dead bones in it, and all the 
savage forest country about it far and wide ; we have 
him, from the beginning of his career to the end, 
devouring, rampant, victorious over whole armies, 
lo gorged with death ; we arc present at all the prepara^ 
tions for his attack, sec him receive his death-wound, 
and our anxieties are finally becalmed by seeing 
him lie peaceably dead on his back. 

All the time we have never got into the dragon 
15 heart, we have never once felt real pervading horror, 
nor sense of the creature^s being; it is throughout 
nothing but an ugly (composition of claw ar^l scale. 
Now take up Turner’s Jason (Liber Studiorum) and 
observe how^ the imagination can concentrate all 
20 this, and infinitely more, into one moment. No far 
forest country, no secret paths, knot cloven hills; 
nothing but a gleam of pale horizontal sky, that 
broods over pl^sant places far away, and sends 
in, through the wild overgrowth of the thicket, a ray^ 
25 of broken daylight into the hopeless pit. No flaunt- 
ing plumes nor brandished lances, but stem purpose 
in the turn of the crestless helmet, visible victory in 
the drSwing back of the prepared right arm behind 
the steady point. No more claws, nor teeth, nor 
30 manes, nor stinging tails. We have the dragon, like 
everything else, by the middle. We need see no more 
of him. All his horror is in tliat fearful, slow» grid* 
ing upheaval of the single coil. Spark after spark 
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•of it, ring after ring, is sliding into the light; the 
slow glitter steals along him step by step, broader 
and broader, a lighting of funeral lamps, one by one, 
quicker and quicker ; a moment more, and he is out 
upon us, all crash and blaze, among those broken 5 
trunks; — but he will be nothing then to what he 
is now. 

10. Imagination, as shown in the “Crucifixion" 
by Tintoret. 

However suggestive the work or picture may be, 
it cannot have effect unless we are ourselves both 
watchful of its every hint, and capable of understand- 10 
ing and carrying it out; and although I think that 
this power of continuing or accepting the direction 
of feelyig given is less a peculiar gift, like that of the 
original seizing, than a faculty dependent on attention 
and improvable by cultivation ; yet, to a certain ex- 15 
tent, the imaginative work will not, I think, be rightly 
esteemed except by a mind of some corresponding 
power; not but that there is an intense enjoyment 
in minds of feeble yet right conception in the help 
^^and food they get from those of Wonger thought ; 2 '. 
but a certain imaginative susceptibility is at any rate 
necessary, and abov^ all things earnestness and feel- 
ing; so that assuredly a work of high conceptive 
dignity will be always incomprehensible and value- 
less except to those who go to it in earnest and give 2 $ 
it time ; and this is peculiarly the case when the imagi- 
nation acts not merely on the immediate subject, nor 
in giving a fanciful and peculiar character to promi- 
nent objects, as we have just seen, but busies itself 



40 


THA RUSKIK READER 


tiiroughout in expressing occult and far-sought sym- < 
pathies in every minor detail; of which action the 
* most sublime instances are found in the works of 
Tintoret, whose intensity of imagination is such that 
5 there is not the commonest subject to which he 
will not attach a range of suggestiveness almost 
limitless ; nor a stone, leaf, or shadow, nor anything 
so small, but he will give it meaning and oracular 
voice. 

lo The most exquisite instance of this imaginative 
power occurs in an incident in the background of the . 
Crucifixion. 1 will not insult this man'ellous picture 
by an effort at a verbal account of it. I would not 
whitewash it with praise, and I refer to it only fpr the 
tS sake of two thoughts peculiarly illustrative of the in* 
tellectual faculty immediately under discussion. In 
the common and most Catholic treatment pf the 
subject, the mind is either painfully directed to the 
bodily agony, coarsely expressed by outwd^d ana* 
90 tomical signs, or else it is permitted to rest on that 
countenance inconceivable by man at apy time, but 
chiefly so in this its consummated humiliation. In 
the first case, the representation is revo![^ing ; in the 
secondi ineflicient,*false, and sometimes blasphemous. 
None even of the greatest religious painters havetCver, 
$0 far as I know, succeeded here : Giotto and Angdico 
were cramped by the traditional treatment, and the 
latter especially, as before observed, is but too apt to 
indulge in those points of vitiated feeling which aih 
30 tained their worst development among the Byzantines ; 
Perugino fails in his Christ in almost every instant t 
of other men than these, after them> We need not 
speak. But Tintoret here, a$ in all «other cases, 
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•penetrating into the root and deep places of his subject, 
despising all outward and bodily appearances of pain, ' 
and seeking for some means of expressing, not the rack 
of nerve or sinew, but the fainting of the deserted Son 
of God before His Eloi cry, and yet feeling himself S 
utterly unequal to the expression of this by the counte- 
nance, has, on the one hand, filled his picture with 
such various and impetuous muscular exertion, that 
the body of the Crucified is, by comparison, in perfect 
repose, and, on the other, has cast the countenance xo 
altogether into shade. But the Agdny is told by this, 
and by this only j that, though there yet remains a 
chasm of light on the mountain horizon where the 
earthquake darkness closes upon the day, the broad 
and sunlike glory about the head of the Redeemer has 15 
become wan, and of the colour of ashes. 

But t^he great painter felt he had something more 
to do yet. Not only that Agony of the Crucified, 
but the fhmult of the people, that rage which invoked 
his blood upon them and their children. Not only 20 
the brutality of the soldier, the apathy of the Cen- 
turion, or any other merely instrumental cause of the 
Divine suffering, but the fury of his^ own people, the 
gt}oise against him of those for whom he died, were 
to be aet before the eye of the understanding, if the 25 
power of the picture was to be complete. This rage, 
be it remembered, was one of disappointed pride ; 
and ^be disappointment dated essentially frcihi the 
time when, but five days before, the King of Zion 
camei and was received with hosannahs, riding upon' 30 
an 064 and a colt the foal of an ass. To this time, 
tbeui it was necessaxy to direct the thoughts, for 
' dmt^n ate found both the cause and character. 
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the excitement of, and the witness against, this 
madness of the people. In the shadow behind the 
cross, a man, riding on an ass colt, looks back to the 
multitude, while he points with a rod to the Christ 
S crucified. The ass is feeding on the remnants of 
withered f aim-leaves, 

11. ‘‘The Massacre of the Innocents” as treated 
by Baffaelle and by Tintoret. 

Of Raffaelle’s treatment of the Massacre of the 
Innocents, Fuseli affirms that “in dramatic grada- 
tion he disclosed all the mother through every image 
lo of pity and of terror.” If this be so, I think the 
philosophical spirit has prevailed over the imagina- 
tive. The imagination never errs ; it sees all that is, 
and all the relations and bearings of it ; but if, would 
not have confused the mortal frenzy of maternal ter- 
is ror with various development of maternal character. 
Fear, rage, and agony, at their utmost pitch, sweep 
away all character : humanity itself would be lost in 
maternity, the woman would become the mere personi- 
fication of animal fury or fear. For this reason all 
20 the ordinary representations of this subject are, 
think, false and cold: the artist has not heard the 
shrieks, nor mingled with the fugitives; he has sat 
down in his study to convulse features methodically, 
and pRilosophize over insanity. Not so Tintoret 
25 Knowing, or feeling, that the expression of the human 
face was, in such circumstances, not to be rendered, 
and that the effort could only end in an ugly false- 
hood, he denies himself all aid from the features, he 
feels thSit if is to place himself or us in the midst 
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of that maddened multitude, there can be no time 
allowed for watching expression. Still less docs he 
depend on details of murder or ghastliness of death ; 
there is no blood, no stabbing or cutting, but there is 
an awful substitute for these in the chiaroscuro. The 5 
scene is the outer vestibule of a palace, the slippery 
marble floor is fearfully barred across by sanguine 
shadows, so that our eyes seem to become bloodshot 
and strained with strange horror and deadly vision ; 
a lake of life before them, like the burning seen of 10 
the doomed Moabite on the water that came by the 
way of Edom : a huge flight of stairs, without parapet, 
descends on the left ; down this rush a crowd of 
women mixed with the murderers; the -child in the 
arms of one has been seized by the limbs, sh hurls 15 
herself (yiier the edge^ and falls head doummost^ dragging 
the chilc^ out of the grasp by her weight ; — she will be 
dashed dead in a second ; — close to us is the great 
struggle^ a heap of the mothers entangled in one 
mortal writhe with each other and the swords, one of 20 
the murderers dashed down and crushed beneath 
them, the sword of another caught by the blade and 
dragged at by a woman’s naked hapd ; the youngest 
4^d fairest of the women, her child just torn away 
from a death grasp, and clasped to her breast with the 25 
grip of a steel vice, falls backwards, helplessly over 
the heap, right on the sword points ; all knit together 
and hurled down in one hopeless, frenzied, Turious 
abandonment of body and soul in the effort to save. 
Far back, at the bottom of the stairs, there is some- 30 
thing in the shadow like a heap of clothes. It is a 
woman, sitting quiet,— quite quiet,— still as any stone ; 
she looks down steadfastly on her de^d child, laid 
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along on the floor before her, and her hand is pressed 
softly upon her brow. 

This, to my mind, is the only Imaginative, that 
is, the only true, real, heartfelt representation of the 
5 being and actuality of the subject, in existence. 

12. ** The Last Judgment,” as treated by various 
artists, and by Tintoret. 

I should exhaust the patience of the reader, if I 
were to dwell at length on the various stupendous 
developments of the imagination of Tintoret in the 
Scuola di San Rocco alone. 1 would fain join a 
lo while in that solemn pause of the journey into Egypt, 
where the silver boughs of the shadowy trees lace 
with their tremulous lines the alternate folds of fair 
cloud, flushed by faint crimson light, and across 
the streams of blue between those rosy islands, like 
15 the white wakes of wandering ships ; or watch beside 
the sleep of the disciples, among those massy leaves 
that lie so heavily on the dead of the night beneath 
the descent of the angel of the Agony, and toss fear- 
fully above the njption of the torches as the troop of 
20 the betrayer emerges out of the hollows of the olives^* 
or wait through the hour of accusing beside the judg- 
ment-seat of Pilate, where all is unseen, unfelt, except 
the oUe figure that stands with its head bowed down, 
pale, Ifke a pillar of moonlight, half bathed in the 
as glory of the Godhead, half wrapt in the whiteness of 
the shroud. Of these, and all the other thoughts of 
indescribable power that are now fading from the 
walls of those neglected chambers, I may perhaps 
endeavour at«.a future time to preserve some image 
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and shadow more faithfully than by words; but I 
shall at present terminate our series of illustrations 
by reference to a work of less touching, but more 
tremendous appeal ; the Last Judgment in the Church 
of Santa Mana delP Orto. In this subject, almost s 
all realizing or local statement had been carefully 
, avoided by the most powerful painters, they judging 
it better to represent its chief circumstances as generic 
thoughts, and present them to the mind in a typical 
or abstract form. In the Judgment of Angelico the lo 
treatment is purely typical; a long Campo Santo, 
composed of two lines of graves, stretches away into 
the distance ; on the left side of it rise the condemned ; 
on the right the just. With Giotto ^nd Orcagna, 
the conception, though less rigid, is equally typical ; 15 
no effort being made at the suggestion of space, and 
only so much ground represented as is absolutely 
necessary to support the near figures and allow space 
for a graves. Michael Angelo in no respect 
differs in his treatment, except that his figures are 30 
less symmetrically grouped, and a greater conception 
of space is given by their various perspective. No 
interest is attached to his background in itself. Fra 
^artolomeo, never able to grapple with any species 
of sublimity except that of simple religious feeling, 35 
fails most sign^^y in this mighty theme. His group 
of the dead, including not more than ten or twelve 
figures, occupies the foreground only ; bchind»them a 
vacant plain extends to the foot of a cindery volcano, 
about whose mouth several little black devils like 30 
spidirs are skipping and crawling. The judgment of 
quick and dead is thus expressed as t^ing place in 
^bout a rood square, and on a single group; the 
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whole of the space and horizon of the sky and landf 
being left vacant, and the presence of the Judge of 
all the earth made more finite than the sweep of a 
whirlwind or a thunder-storm. 

5 By Tintoret only has this unimaginable event been 
grappled with in its Verity; not typically nor sym- 
bolically, but as they may see it who shall not sleep, 
but be changed. Only one traditional circumstance 
he has received with Dante and ]Vli< hael Angelo, the 
10 Boat of the Condemned ; bat the impetuosity of his 
mind bursts out even in the adoptic ' of this image ; 
he has not stopped at the scowling ferryman of the 
one, nor at the sweeping blow and demon dragging 
of the other, but seized Hylas-like by the limbs, and 
15 tearing up the earth in his agony, the victim is dashed 
into his destruction : nor is it the sluggish Lethe, nor 
the fiery lake that bears the cursed vessel, but the 
oceans of the earth and the waters of the firmament 
gathered into one white, ghastly cataract ; "Ine river 
20 of the wrath of God, roaring down into the gulf where 
the world has melted with its fervent heat, choked 
with the ruin of nations, and the limbs of its corpses 
tossed out of its whirling, like water-wheels. Bat- 
like, out of the ifoles and caverns and shadows of^ 
25 the earth, the bones gather and the cl^y heaps heave, 
rattling and adhering into half-kneaded anatomies, 
that crawl, apd startle, and struggle up among the 
putrid weeds, with the clay clinging to their clotted 
hair, and their heavy eyes sealed by the earth darkness 
3® ]nst,1ike his of old who went his way unseeing to the 
Siloam Pool ; shaking off one by one the dreams of 
the prison-house, hardly hearing the clangour of the 
trumpets of the armies of God, blinded yet more, as 
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^tbey awake, ty the white light of the^new Heaven, 
until the great vortex of the four winds bears up their 
bodies to the judgment-seat: the Firmament is all 
full of them, a very dust of human souls, that drifts, 
and floats, and falls in the interminable, inevitable ^ 
light ; the bright douds arc darkened with tliem as 
with thick snow, currents of atom life in the arteries 
of heaven, now soaring up slowly, and higher and 
higher still, till the eye and the thought can follow no 
farther, borne up, wingless, by their inward laith and lo 
by the angel powers invisible, now hurled in count- 
less drifts of horror before the breath of their con- 
demnation. 

Now, I wish the reader particularly to observe 
throughout all these works of I'intorct, the distinction 15 
of the Imaginative Verity from falsehood on the one 
hand, and from realism on the other. The power 
of every picture depends on the penetration of the 
imagind!Son into the true nature of the thing repre- 
sented, and on the utter scorn of the imagination for 20 
all shackles and fetters of mere external fact that stand 
in the way of its suggestiveness. In the Baptism it 
cuts away the trunks of trees as if they were so much 
cloud or vapour, that it may exhibft to the thought 
file completed sequency of the scene ; in the Massacre as 
it covers the marble floor with visionary light, that it 
may strike terror into the spectator without conde- 
scending to butchery; it defies the bare fpft, but 
creates in him the fearful feeling ; in the Crucifixion 
it annihilates locality, and brings the palm leaves to 30 
CalV!u*y, so only that it may bear the mind to the 
Mount of Olives; as in the Entombment it brings 
the manger to Jerusalem, that it may take the heart 
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to Bethlehem ; and all this it does in the daring con- 
sciousness of its higher and spiritual verity, and in 
the entire knowledge of the fact and substance of all 
that it touches. The imaginary boat of the demon 
angel expands the rush of the visible river into the 
descent of irresistible condemnation; but to make 
that rush and roar felt by the eye and heard by 
the ear, the rending of the pine branches above the 
cataract is taken directly from nature ; it is an abstract 
of Alpine storm. Hence, while we arc always placed 
face to face with whatever is to be told, there is in 
and beyond its reality a voice supernatural ; and that 
which is doubtful in the vision has strength, sinew, 
and assuredness, built up in it by fact. 
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From 

"THE SEVEN LAMPS OF ARCHITECTURE.” 

1. The Lamp of Sacrifice : ” Private waste, 
public waut. 

It has been said — it ought always to be said, for it 
is true, — that a bettor and more honourable offering is 
made to our Master in ministry to the poor, in extend- 
ing the knowledge of His name, in the practice of 
the virtues by which that name is hallowed, than in 5 
material presents to His temple. Assuredly it is so : 
woe to all who think that any other kind or manner 
of offering may in any wise take the place of these ! 

Do the people need place to pray, and calls to hear 
His word ? Then it is no time for smoothing pillars 10 
or carvii5^ pulpits ; let us have enough first of walls 
and roofs. Do the people need teaching from house 
to house, and bread from day to day? Then they 
are deacons and ministers we want, not architects. 

I insist on this, I plead for this ; but let us examine 15 
ourselves, and see if this be indeed the reason for 
our backwardness in the lesser work. The question 
is not between God^s house and His poor : it is not 
between God’s house and His gospel. It is between 
God’s house and ours. Have we no tessellated colours so 
on our floors ? no frescoed fancies on our roofs ? no 
niched statuary in our corridors ? no gilded furniture 
in ouf chambers ? no costly stones in our cabinets ? 
Has even the tithe of these been offered ? They are, 
or they ought to be, the signs that enough has been 25 
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devoted to the great purposes of human stewardship^ 
and that there remains to us what wc can spend in 
luxury ; but there is a greater and j)rouder luxury than 
this selfish one — that of bringing a portion of such 
5 things as these into sacred service, and presenting 
them for a memorial that our pleasure as well as our 
toil has been hallowed by the remembrance of Him 
who gave both the strength and the rewaid. And 
until this has been done, I do not see how such 
lo possessions ran be retained in happiness. I do not 
understand the feeling which would arch our own 
gates and pave our own thresholds, and leave the 
church with its narrow door and foot-worn sill ; the 
feeling which enriches our own chambers with all 
15 manner of costliness, and endures the bare wall and 
mean compass of the temple. There is seldom even 
so severe a choice to be made, seldom so much self- 
denial to be exercised. There are isolated cases, in ‘ 
which men’s happiness and mental activity^ depencf 
ao upon a certain degree of luxury in' their houses ; but 
then this is true luxury, felt and tasted, and profited 
by. In the plurality of instances nothing of the kind 
is attempted, nor can be enjoyed ; men’s average 
resources cannot reach it ; and that which they can 
aj reach gives them no pleasure, and might be spared 
I am no advocate for meanness of private habita- 
tion I would fain introduce into it ail magnificence, 
care, and beauty, where they arc possible ; but I would 
not have that useless expense in unnoticed fineries 
30 or formalities ; cornicing of ceilings and graining of 
doors, and itinging of curtains, and thousands such; 
tbihgs which have b^me foolishly and apathetically 
habitual — tbixiKs on whose common appliance hang 
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^hole trades, to which there never yet belonged the 
blessing of giving one ray of real pleasure, or be- 
coming of the remotest or most contemptible use — 
things which cause half the expense of life, and de- 
stroy more than half its comfort, manliness, respec- $ 
"Tability, freshness, and facility. I speak from experi- 
ence^: I know what it is to live in a cottage with a deal 
floor and roof, and a hearth of mica slate ; and I 
know it to be in many respects healthier and happier 
than living between a 'J'urkey carpet and gilded ceil- lo 
ing, beside a steel grate and polished fender. I do 
not say that such things have not their place and pro- 
priety; but I say this, emphatically, that the tenth 
part of the expense which is sacrificed in domestic 
vanities, if not absolutely and meaninglessly lost in is 
domestic discomforts and encumbrances, would, if 
collectively oflered and wisely employed, build a 
marble church for every town in England ; such a 
church S^t should be a joy and a blessing even to 
pass near in our daily ways and walks, and as it would so 
bring the light into the eyes to sec from afar, lifting 
its fair height above the purple crowd of humble 
roofs. 


2. “The Lamp of Truth:’* White Lies. 

We are too much in the habit of looking at false- 
hood in its darkest associations, and through the ^5 
colour of its worst purposes. That indignation which 
we profess to feel at deceit absolute, is indeed only 
at de&it malicious. We resent calumny, hypocri.sy, 
and treachery, because they harm us, not because 
they are untrue. Take the detraction and^the mischief 30 
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from the untruth, and we aie little offended by it> 
turn it into praise, and we may be pleased with it. 
And yet it is not calumny and treachery that do the 
largest sum of mischief in the world ; they are con* 
5 tinually crushed, and arc felt only in being conquered. 
But it is the glistening and softly spoken lie; the 
amiable fallacy; the patriotic lie of the historian, the 
provident lie of the politician, the zealous lie of the 
partizan, the merciful lie of the friend, and the care- 
lo less lie of each man to himself, that cast that black 
mystery over humanity, through which we thank any 
man who pierces, as we would thank one who dug a 
well in a desert ; happy that the thirst for truth still 
remains with us, even when we have wilfully left the 
X5 fountains of it. 


3, Art is not Deceit. 

It might be at first thought that the whol^kingdom 
of imagination was one of deception also. Not so : 
the action of the imagination is a voluntary summon- 
ing of the conceptions of things absent or impossible; 
20 and the pleasuce and nobility of the imagination 
partly consist in its knowledge and contemplationj>f 
them as such, in the knowledge of their actual 
absence or impossibility at the moment of their 
apparent presence or reality. When the imagination 
35 deceives, it becomes madness. It is a noble faculty 
so long as it confesses its own ideality ; when it ceases 
to confess this, it is insanity. All the difference lies 
in the fact of the confession, in there being decep* 
necessary to our rank as spiritual creatures, 
we should be able to invent and to behold what 
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Is not ; and to our rank as moral creatures, chat we 
should know and confess at the same time that it 
is not. 

Again, it might be thought, and lias been thought, 
^hat the whole art of painting is nothing else than % 
an endeavour to deceive. Not so : it is, on the con- 
trary, a statement of certain facts in the clearest 
possible way. For instance; I desire to give an 
account of a mountain or of a rock ; I begin by 
telling its shape. But words will not do this dis- lo 
tinctly, and I draw its shape, and say, “This was 
its shape.” Next : I would fain represent its colour ; 
but words will not do this either, and I dye the 
paper, and say, “'rhis was its colour.”* Such a pro- 
cess may be carried on until the scene appears to *5 
exist, and a high pleasure may be taken from its 
apparer\t existence# This is a communicated act of 
imaginq^jon, but no lie. The lie can consist onjy in 
an assertion of its existence (which is never for one 
instant made, implied, or believed), or else in false 20 
statements of forms and colours (which are, indeed, 
made and believed, to our great loss, continually). 
And observe, also, that so degrading a thing is de- 
oaption in even the approach and appearance of it, 
that all painting which ever reaches the mark of «s 
apparent realization is degraded in so doing. 


4. Architectural Deceits : Fainting. 

For instance, the roof of Milan Cathedral is seem- 
inigly covered with elaborate fan tracery, forcibly 
enough painted to enable it, in its darkiand removed 
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position, to deceive a careless observer. This is, of 
course, gross degradation; it destroys much of the 
dignity even of the rest of the building, and is in the 
very strongest terms to be reprehended. 

5 The roof of the Sistine Chapel has much archv 
tectural design in grisaille mingled with the figures 
of its frescoes ; and the effect is increase of dignity* 

In what lies the distinctive character ? 

In two points, principally: — The first, that the 
xo architecture is so closely associated with the figures, 
and has so grand fellowship with them in its forms 
and cast shadows, that both are at once felt to be 
of a piece; and as the figures must necessarily be 
painted, the architecture is known to^be so too. 
IS There is thus no deception. 

The second, that so great a painter as Michael 
Angelo would always stop short, iif such minpr parts 
of his design, of the degree of vulgar fo^^ which 
would be necessary to induco the supposition of their 
20 reality ; and, strangely as it may sound, would never 
paint badly enough to deceive. 


5. ArdStectural Deceits : Carving. 

Ornament has two entirely distinct sources oi agree- 
ableness : one, that of the abstract beauty of its forms, 

• tor the present, we will suppose to be the same 
P they come from the hand or the machine ; 
er, the sense of hunian labour and care spent 
upon it How great this latter influence we may 
perhaps judge, by considering that there ia not a 
cluster of weeds growing in any cranny of ruin which 
30 has not a bsauty in all respects nearly equal, and, 
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•in some, immeasurably superior, to that of the most 
elaborate sculpture of its stones: and that all our 
interest in the carved work, our sense of its richness, 
though it is tenfold less rich than the knots of grass 
^beside it ; of its delicac'y, though it is a thousandfold *> 
less delicate ; of its admirablencss, though a million- 
fold less admirable; results from our consciousness 
of its being 'the work of poor, clumsy, toilsome man. 

Its true delightfulness depends on our discovering in 
it the record of thoughts, and intents, and trials, and lo 
heart-breakings — of recoveries and joyfulnesscs of suc- 
cess : all this be traced by a practised eye ; but, 
granting it even obscure, it is presumed or understood ; 
and in that is the worth of the thing, just as much 
as the worth of anything else we call .precious. The 15 
worth of a diamond is simply the understanding of 
the tiine it must take to look for it before it is found ; 
and tl)j^ worth of an ornament is the time it must take 
before it**can be cut Tt has an intrinsic value besides, 
which the diamond has not ; (for a diamond has no 
more real beauty than a piece of glass ;) but I do not 
speak of that at present ; I place the two on the same 
ground ; and 1 suppose that hand-iirrought ornament 
jfijin no more be generally known from machine work, 
than a diamond can be known from paste; nay, that 35 
the latter may deceive, for a moment, the mason's, as 
the other the jeweller's, eye ; and that it can be de* 
tected only by the closest examination. Yet* exactly 
as a woman of feeling would not wear false jewels, so 
would a builder of honour disdain false ornaments. 30 
The^using of them is just as downright and inexcus- 
able a lie. You use that which pretends to a worth 
which it has not ; which pretends to ])ave cost, and 
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to be, what it did not, and i6 not ; it is an imposition^ 
a vulgarity, an impertinence, and a sin. Down with 
it to the ground, grind it to powder, leave its ragged 
place upon the wall, rather; you have not paid for 
S it, you have no business with it, you do not want it. 
Nobody wants ornaments in this world, but everybody 
wants integrity. All the fair devices that ever were 
fancied, are not worth a lie. Leave your walls as 
bare as a planed board, or build them of baked mud 
lo and chopped straw, if need be ^ but do not rough-cast 
them with falsehood. 

6. ‘'The Lamp of Power Nature’s School 
of Design. 

There are not five men in the kingdom who could 
compose, not twenty who could cut, the foliaige with 
which the windows of Or San Michele are adorned ; 
IS but there is many a village clergyman who could 
invent and dispose its black openings, and not a 
village mason who could not cut them. Lay a few 
clover or woodroof leaves on while paper, and a little 
alteration in theiibpositions will suggest figures whichi 
ao cut boldly through a slab of marble, would be worth 
more window traceries than an architect could ^raw 
in a summer’s day. But 1 know not how it is, unless 
that our English hearts have more oak than stone in 
thi^, £(hd have more filial sympathy with acorns than 
25 Alps ; but all that we do is small and mean, if not 
' worse — ^thin, and wasted, and unsubstantial. It is 
not modern work only, we have built like frogs and 
mice since the thirteenth century (except only in our 
castles). Wl^t a contrast between the pitifhl little 
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pigeon-holes which stand Tor doors in the east front^f 
Salisbury, looking like the entrances to a bee-hive or a 
wasp’s nest, and the soaring arches and kingly crown- 
ing of the gates of Abbeville, Kouen, and Rheiins, 
or the rock-hewn piers of Chartres, or the dark and s 
vaulted porches and writhed pillars of Verona! Of 
domestic architecture what need is there to speak? 
How small, how cramped, how poor, how miserable 
in its petty neatness, is our best ! how beneath the 
mark of attack, and the level of contempt, that which lo 
is common with us I What a strange sense of for- 
malized deformity, of shrivelled precision, of starved 
accuracy, of minute misanthropy, have we, as we 
leave even the rude streets of Picardy for the 
market- towns of Kent 1 Until that street architec- 15 
ture of ours is bettered, until we give it some size 
and boldness, until we give our windows recess, and 
our walls thickness, I know not how we can blame 
our arcTnefects for their feebleness in more important 
work ; their eyes are inured to narrowness and slight- 20 
ness : can we expect them at a word to conceive and 
deal with breadth and solidity ? They ought not to 
live in our cities ; there is that their miserable 
wglls which bricks up to death men’s imaginations, as 
surely as ever perished forsworn nun. An architect 25 
should live as little in cities as a painter. Send him 
to our hills, and let him study there what nature 
understands by a buttress, and what by a Mome, 
ThOre was something in the old power of architecture, 
which it had from the recluse more than from the 30 
citizen^ The buildings of which I have spoken with 
chief praise, rose, indeed, out of the war of the piazza, 
and above the fury of the populace ; ^and Heaven 
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fbrbid that for such cause we should ever have to laj 
a larger stone, or rivet a firmer bar, in our England ! 
But we have other sources of power, in the imagery 
of our iron coasts and a/ure hills; of power more 
5 pure, nor less serene, than that of the hermit spirit 
which once lighted with white lines of cloisters the 
glades of the Alpine pine, and raised into ordered 
spires the wild rocks of the Norman sea ; which gave 
to the temple gate the depth and darkness of Elijah^S 
lo Horcb cave ; and lifted out o'* the populous city, grey 
cliffs of lonely stone, into the midst of sailing birds 
and silent air. 


7. '^The Lamp of Beauty the Place of Ornament. 

Must not beauty, then, it will be asked, be sought 
for in the forms which we associate with our every- 
*5 day life? Yes, if you do it consistently, jind in 
places where it can be calmly seen ; but l 5 ot if you 
use the beautiful form only as a mask and covering 
of the proper conditions and uses of things, nor if 
you thrust it into the places set apart for toil Put it 
ao in the drawing-^oom, not into the workshop ^ put it 
upon domestic furniture, not upon tools of handicraft* 
All men have sense of what is right in this matter, 
if they would only use and apply that sense ; every 
man knows where and how beauty giyes him pleasure, 
35 if he ^ould only ask for it when it does so, and not 
* allow it to be forced upon him when he does not 
want it. Ask any one of the passengers over London 
Bridge at this instant whether he cares about the 
' forms of the bronze leaves on its lamps, and he will 
$0 tell you, No^ Modify these forms of leaves to a less 
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jcalc, and put them on his milk-jug at breakfast^ a*^ 
i^sk him whether he likes them, and he will tell you, 
Yes* People have no need of teaching if they could 
only think and speak truth, and ask for what they 
like and want, and for nothing else : nor can a right 5 
disposition of beauty be ever arrived at except by this 
common sense, and allowance for the circumstances 
of the time and place. It does not follow, because 
bronze leafage is in bad taste on the lamps of London 
Bridge, that it would .be so on those of the Ponte 10 
della TrinitHi; nor, because it would be a folly to 
decorate the house fronts of (Iracechurch Street, that 
it would be equally so to adorn those of some quiet 
provincial town. The question of greatest external 
or internal decoration depends entirely on the condi- 15 
tions of probable repose. It was a wise feeling which 
made tl\e streets of Venice so rich in external orna- 
ment, there is no couch of rest like the gondola. 

So, again, "^there is no subject of street ornament so 
wisely chosen as the fountain, where it is a fountain 20 
of use ; for it is just there that perhaps the happiest 
pause takes place in the labour of the day, when the 
pitcher is rested on the edge of it, rtid the breath of 
the bearer is drawn deeply, and the hair swept from 
the forehead, and the uprightness of the form declined 25 
against the marble ledge, and the sound of the kind 
word or light laugh mixes with the trickle of the falling 
water,** heard shriller and shriller as the pitcher fills. 
What pause is so sweet as that — so full of the depth 
of ancient days, so softened with the calm of pastoral 30 
solitude ? 
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8. Giotto’s Tower at Florence* 

The characteristics of Power and Peauty occur 
more or less in different buildings, some in one and 
some in another. But all together, and all in their 
highest possible relative degrees, they exist, as far as 
5 I know, only in one building in the world, the Cam- 
panile of C lotto at Florence. 

In its first appeal to the stranger’s eye there is 
something unpleasing ; a mingling, as it seems to 
him, of over-severity with over-minuteness. But let 
10 him give it time, as he should to all other consum- 
mate art. I remember well how, when a boy, I used 
to despise that Campanile, and think it meanly smooth 
and finished. But I have since lived beside it many 
a day, and looked out upon it from my winjlows by 
IS sunlight and moonlight, and I shall not sogn forget 
how profound and gloomy appeared to meTlie savage- 
ness of the Northern (lothic, when I afterwards stood, 
for the first time, beneath the front of Salisbury, The 
contrast is indeed strange, if it could be quickly felt, 
20 between the rising of those grey walls out of their 
quiet swarded space, like dark and barren rocks out 
of a green lake, with their rude, mouldering, rough- 
grained shafts, and triple lights, without tracery or 
other ornament than the martins' nests in the height 
as of them, and that bright, smooth, sunny surface of 
glowing jasper, those spiral shafts and. fairy traceries, 
so white, so faint, so crystalline, that their slight 
shapes are hardly traced in darkness on the pallor 
of the Eastern sky, that serene height of mountain 
30 alabaster, coloured like a morning cloud, and chased 
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like a sea-shell. And if this be, as I iJelicve it, 
model and mirror of perfect architecture, is there not 
something to be learned by looking back to the early 
life of him who raised it ? I said that the Power of 
human mind had its growth in the Wilderness ; much 5 
more must the love and the conception of that beauty, 
whose every line and hue we have seen to be, at the 
best, a faded image of Clod’s daily work, and an ar- 
rested ray of some star of creation, be given chiefly 
in the places which He has gladdened by i)lanting lo 
there the fir-tree and the pine. Not within the walls 
of Florence, but among the far-away fields of her 
lilies, was the child trained who was to raise that 
headstone of Peauty above her towers of watch and 
war. Remember all that he became) count the is 
sacred thoughts with which he filled the heart of 
Italy ; ask those who followed him what they learned 
at his fpet ; and when you have numbered his labours, 
and rccci^d their testimony, if it seem to you that 
Clod had verily poured out upon this Ilis servant no 20 
common nor restrained portion of His Spirit, and 
that he was indeed a king among the children of men, 
remember also that the legend upoij his crown was 
tbgt of David’s : — “ I took thee from the sheepcote, 
and from following the sheep.” 25 

9. *'The Lamp of Life: ” Hand and heart^^for 
work of art* 

I believe the right question to ask, respecting all 
ornament, is simply this: Was it done with enjoy- 
ment — was the carver happy while he was about it ? 

It may be the hardest work possible, and the harder 
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K^causc so much pleasure was taken in it ; but it muyi; 
have been happy too, or it will not be living. How 
much of the stonemason’s toil this condition would 
exclude I hardly venture to consider, but the condition 
s is absolute. There is a Gothic church lately built 
near Rouen, vile enough, indeed, in its general coiff- 
position, but excessively rich in detail ; many of the 
details are designed with taste, and all evidently by a 
man who has studied old work closely. But it is all 
as dead as leaves in Decen ber ; there is not one 
tender touch, not one warm stroke, on the whole 
facade. The men who did it hated it, and were 
thankful when it was done. And so long as they do 
so they are merely loading your walls with shapes of 
15 clay : the garlands of everlastings in Pbre la Chaise 
are more cheerful ornaments. You cannot get the 
feeling by paying for it — money will not buy life. I 
am not sure even that you can get it by watthing or 
waiting for it. It is true that here and thcre'^a work- 
20 man may be found who has it in him, but he does 
not rest contented in the inferior work — he struggles 
forward into an Academician ; and from the mass of 
available handi^aftsmen the power is gone^how 
recoverable I know not; this only I know, that all 
9 § expense devoted to sculptural ornament, in the pre- 
sent condition of lhat power, comes literally under the 
head of Sacrifice for the sacrifice’s sake, or worse. I 
believ® the oyly manner of rich ornament that is open 
to us is the geometrical colour-mosaic, and that much 
30 might result from our strenuously taking up this mode 
of design. But, at all events, one thing we have in 
our power — the doing without raachine-omament and 
cast-iron work. All the stamped metals, and artificki 
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^ones, and imitation woods and bronzes, over 
invention of which we hear daily exultation — all 
the short, and cheap, and easy ways of doing that 
whose difficulty is its honour — are just so many new 
obstacles in our already encumbered road. They S 
vfill not make one of us happier or wiser — they will 
extend neither the pride of judgment nor the privilege 
of enjoyment, 'fhey will only make us shallower in 
^ur understandings, colder in our hearts, and feebler 
in our wits. And most justly. For we are not sent 10 
into this world to do anything into which we cannot 
put our hearts. We have certain work to do jfor our 
bread, and that is to be done strenuously; other 
work to do for our delight, and that is to be done 
heartily ; neither is to be done by halves and shifts, is 
but with a will; and what is not worth this effort 
is not to be done at all. Perhaps all that we have 
to do is meant for nothing more than an exercise of 
the heaiL ::aid of the will, and is useless in itself ; but, 
at all events, the little use it has may well be spared ao 
if it is not worth putting our hands and our strength 
to. It does not become our immortality to take an 
ease inconsistent with its authority, nor to suffer any 
instruments with which it can dispense, to come be- 
twISen it and the things it rules : and he who would 4% 
form the creations of his own mind by any other 
instrument than his own hand, would also, if he 
might, give grinding organs to HeaveiVs angels, to 
make their music easier. There is dreaming enough, 
and earthiness enough, and sensuality enough in 30 
humau existence, without our turning the few glow- 
ing moments of it into mechanism; and since our 
life must at the best be but a vapour that appears for 
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time and then vanishes away, let it at leajjt 
appear as a cloud in the height of ftcaven, not as 
the thick darkness that broods over the blast of the 
Furnace, and rolling of the Wheel. 

10. “The Lamp of Memory;” Pine Forest in 
the Jura. 

S Among the hours of his life to which the writer 
looks back with peculiar gratitude, as having been 
marked by more than ordinary fulness of joy or 
clearness of teaching, is one passed, now some years 
ago, near time of sunset, among the broken masses 
10 of pine forest which skirt the course of the Ain, above 
the village of Champagnole, in the Jura. It is a spot 
which has all the solemnity, with none of the savage- 
ness, of the Alps ; where there is a sense of a great 
I)Ower beginning to be manifested in the eirth, and 
*5 of a deep and majestic concord in the rtse of the 
long low lines of piny hills; the first utterance of 
those mighty mountain symphonies, soon to be more 
loudly lifted and wildly broken along the battlements 
of the Alps. B^jt their strength is as yet restrained ; 
2c and the far-rcaching ridges of pastoral mountain suc- 
ceed each other, like the long and sighing swell which 
moves over quiet waters from some far-off stormy sea. 
And there is a deep tenderness pervading that vast 
monotbny. .The destructive forces and the stem 
2s expression of the central ranges are alike withdrawn, 
frost-ploughed, dust-encum'bered paths of ancient 
glacier fret the soft Jura pastures ; no splintered heaps 
of ruin break the fair ranks of her forests ; no pale, 
defiled^ or furious rivers rend their rude and changeful 
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yays among her rocks. Patiently, eddy by edWy^ 
the clear green streams wind along their well-known 
beds; and under the dark quietness of the undis- 
turbed pines, there spring up, year by year, such 
company of joyful flowers as I know not the like of 5 
among all the blessings of the earth. It was Spring- 
time, too; and all were coming forth in clusters 
crowded for very love ; there was room enough for 
all, but they crushed their leaves into all manner of 
strange shapes only to be nearer each other. I'hcre 10 
was the wood anemone, star after star, closing every 
now and then into nebulai ; and there was the oxalis, 
troop by trooi), like virginal processions of the Mois 
de Marie, the dark vertical clefts in the limestone 
choked up with them as with heavy snow, and is 
touched with ivy on the edges — ivy as light and 
lovely as the vine ; and, ever and anon, a blue gush 
of vio\^fs, and cowslip bells in sunny places ; and in 
the more bpen ground, the vetch, and comfrey, and 
mezereon, and the small sapphire buds of the Poly- 20 
gala Alpina, and the wild strawberry, just a blossom 
or two, all showered amidst the golden softness of 
deep, warm, amber-coloured moss. > came out pre- 
seqjly on the edge of the ravine : the solemn murmur 
of its waters rose suddenly from beneath, mixed with »S 
the singing of the thrushes among the pine boughs ; 
and, on the opposite side of the valley, wallgd all 
along as it was by grey cliffs of limestone, there was 
a hawk sailing slowly off their brow, touching them 
nearly with his wings, and with the shadows of the 30 
pines flickering upon his plumage from above ; but 
with a fall of a hundred fathoms under his breast, 
and the curling pools of the green igvcr gliding 
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arS? glittering dizzily beneath him, their foam-globe? 
moving with him as he flew. It would be difficult 
to conceive a scene less dependent upon any other 
interest than that of its own secluded and serious 
5 beauty; but the writer well remembers the sudden 
blankness and chill which were cast upon it when 
he endeavoured, in order more strictly to arrive at 
the sources of its impressiveness, to imagine it. Tor 
a moment, a scene in some aboriginal forest of the 
10 New Continent. The flowers in an instant lost their 
light, the river its music; the hills became oppres- 
sively desolate; a heaviness in the boughs of the 
darkened forest showed how much of their former 
power had been dependent upon a life which was 
15 not theirs, how much of the glory of the imperishable, 
or continually renewed, creation is reflected from 
things more precious in their memories than it, in its 
renewing. Those ever-springing flowers and ever- 
flowing streams had been dyed by the d^p colours 
20 of human endurance, valour, and virtue; and the 
crests of the sable hills that rose against the even- 
ing sky received a deeper worship, because their far 
shadows fell esstward over the iron wall of Joux, 
and the four-square keep of Granson. 

11. Our Inheritance in Historic Buildings. 

85 GoS has lent us the earth for our life ; it is a great 
entail. It belongs as much to those who are to come 
after us, and whose names are already written in the 
book of creation, as to us ; and we have no right, by 
an^hing that wc do or neglect, to involve them in 
unnecessary^ penalties, or deprive them of benefitti 



raE seven lamps 67 

^wliicli it was in our power to bequeath. And ihisAlie 
more, because it is one of the appointed conditions 
of the labour of men that, in proportion to the time 
between the seed-sowing and the harvest, is the fulness 
of the fruit ; and that generally, therefore, the farther s 
bff we place our aim, and the less we desire to be 
ourselves the witnesses of what we have laboured 
for, the more wide and rich will be the measure of 
our success. Men cannot benefit those that are with 
them as they can benefit those who come after them ; xp 
and of all the pulpits from which human voice is ever 
sent forth, there is none from which it reaches so far 
as from the grave. 

Nor is there, indeed, any present loss, in such 
respect for futurity. Every human action gains, in 15 
honour, in grace, in all true magnificence, by its 
regard to things that are to come. It is the far sight, 
the q^i^t and confident patience, that, above all other 
attributes, •separate man from man, and near him to 
his Maker; and there is no action nor art, whose 20 
majesty wc may not measure by this test. Therefore, 
when we build, let us think that we build for ever. 
Let it not be for present delight, ncr for present use 
alone; let it be such work as our descendants will 
thank us for, and let us think, as we lay stone on 25 
stone, that a time is to come when those stones will 
be held sacred because our hands have touched them, 
and that men will say as they look upon the labour 
and wrought substance of them, “ See ! this our fathers 
did for us.” For, indeed, the greatest glory of a 30 
building is not in its stones, nor in its gold. Its glory 
is in its Age, and in that deep sense of voicefulness, 
of stem watching, of mysterious sympathy, nay, even 
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of\pproval or condemnation, which wc feci in walls, 
that have long been washed by the passing waves of 
humanity. It is in their lasting witness against men, 
in their quiet contrast with the transitional character 
S of all things, in the strength which, through the lapse 
of seasons and times, and the decline and birth o\ 
dynasties, and the changing of the face of the earth, 
and of the limits of the sea, maintains its sculptured 
shapeliness for a time insuperable, connects forgotten 
10 and following ages with each other, and half consti- 
tutes the identity, as it concentrates the sympathy, of 
nations ; it is in that golden stain of time, that we 
arc to look for the real light, and colour, and precious- 
ness of architecture; and it is not until a building 
15 has assumed this character, till it has been entrusted 
with the fame, and hallowed by the deeds of men, 
till its walls have been witnesses of suffering, and its 
pillars rise out of the shadows of death, that its 
existence, more lasting as it is than that of the natural 
20 objects of the world around it, can be gifted with 
even so much as these possess of language and of 
life. 

12. The Lamp of Obedience : ” The Law of Liberty. 

If by Liberty you mean chastisement of the passions, 
discipline of the intellect, subjection of the will; if 
25 you mean the fear of inflicting, the shame of com- 
mitting, a wrong; if you mean respect for all who 
are in authority, and consideration for all who are in 
dependence; veneration for the good, metcy to the 
evil, sympathy with the weak; if you mean watchful- 
30 ness over a]l thoughts, temperance in all pleasures, 
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•and perseverance in all toils ; if you mean, in a word, 
that Service which is defined in the liturgy of the 
English Church to be perfect Freedom, why do you 
name this by the same word by which the luxurious 
mean licence, and the reckless mean change; by s 
which the rogue means rapine, and the fool, ccjuality ; 
by which the proud mean anarchy, and the malignant 
mean violence? Call it by any name rather than 
this, but its best and truest is Obedience. Obedience 
is, indeed, founded on a kind of freedom, else it lo 
would become mere subjugation, but that freedom is 
only granted that obedience may be more perfect ; 
and thus, while a measure of licence is necessary to 
exhibit the individual energies of things, the fairness 
and pleasantness and perfection of them all consist 15 
in their Restraint. The noblest word in the catalogue 
of social virtue is “ Loyalty,” and the sweetest which 
men Ifavejearned in the pastures of the wilderness is 
“Fold.” 
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“THE STONES OF VENICK” 


1 . From Padua to Venice. 

Come with me, on an autumnal morning, throiiql^ 
the dark gates of Padua, and let us take the broad 
road leading towards the east. 

It lies level, for a league or two, between its elms, 
5 and vine festoons full laden, their thin leaves veined 
into scarlet hectic, and their clusters deepened into 
gloomy blue ; then mounts an embankment above 
the Brenta, and funs between the river and the 
broad plain, which stretches to the north in endless 
lo lines of mulberry and maize. The Brenta flows 
slowly, but strongly ; a muddy volume ofi»yeflowish- 
grey water, that neither hastens nor slackens, but 
glides heavily between its monotonous banks, with 
here and there a short, babbling eddy twisted for an 
IS instant into its^opaque surface, and vanishing, as if 
something had been dragged into it and gone down. 
Dusty and shadeless, the road fares along the d^kc 
on its northern side; and the tall white tower of 
Dolo is seen trembling in the heat-mist far away, and 
20 never* seems nearer than it did at first. Presently, 
you pass one of the much*vaunted “villas on the 
Brenta’’: a glaring, spectral shell of brick and 
stucco, its windows with painted architrave^ Uke 
picture*frames, and a courtyard paved with pebbles 
io front of it, all burning in the thick glow of the 
sunshine, but fenced from the high-road, for 
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jnagnificence’ sake, with goodly posts and chq^ns ; 
then another, of Kew Gothic, with Chinese variations, 
painted red and green; a third, composed for the 
greater part of dead wall, with fictitious windows 
painted upon it, each with a pea-green blind, and a s 
Massical architrave in bad perspective ; and a fourth, 
with stucco figures set on the top of its garden-wall : 
some antique, like the kind to be seen at the corner 
of the New Road, and some of clumsy grotesque 
dvarfs, with fat bodies and large boots. This is the to 
architecture to which her studies of the Renaissance 
have conducted modern Italy. 

The sun ('limbs steadily, and warms into intense 
white the walls of the little pia/^ of J)olo, where 
we change horses. Another dreary kage among the 15 
now divided blanches of the Bnmta, forming irregular 
and half-stagnant canals ; with one or two more villas 
on tjie* other side of them, but these of the old 
Venetian ^ype, which we may have recognized before 
at Padua, and sinking fast into utter ruin, black, and ao 
rent, and lonely, set close to the edge of the dull 
w'ater, with what were once small gardens beside 
them, kneaded into mud, and ^i^ja blighted frag- 
ments of gnarled hedges and broken stakes for their 
fencing; and here and there a few fragments of as 
marble steps, which have once given them graceful 
access from the water’s edge, now settling into the 
mud in broken joints, all aslope, and slippefy with 
green weed At last the road turns sharply to the 
northi and there is an open space, covered with 30 
bent grass, on the right of it ; but do not look that 
way. 

Five minutes more, and we are in the upper room . 
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^ Jthe little inn at Mestre, glad of a mementos rest 
in shade. The table is (always, I think) covered 
with a cloth of nominal white and perennial grey, 
with plates and glasses at due intervals, and small 
5 loaves of a peculiar white bread, made with oil, and 
more like knots of flour than bread. The view from 
its balcony is not cheerful : a narrow street, with a 
solitary brick church and barren campanile on the 
other side of it ; and some convtmtual buildings, with 
10 a few crimson remnants of frc>co about their win- 
dows: and, between them and the street, a ditch 
with some slow current in it, and one or two small 
houses beside it, on(‘ with an arbour of roses at its 
door, as in an English tea-garden ; the air, however, 
15 about us having in it nothing of roses, but a close 
smell of garlic and crabs, warmed by the smoke of 
various stands of hot chestnuts. There is much 
vociferation also going on beneath the winclpw re- 
specting certain wheelbarrows which are*in rivalry 
20 for our baggage; we appease their rivalry with our 
best patience, and follow them down the narrow 
street. 

We have but walked some two hundred yards when 
we come to a low wharf or quay, at the extremity^of 
as a canal, with long steps on each side down to the 
water, which latter we fancy for an instant has be- 
come black with stagnation; another glance unde- 
ceives* us, — it is covered with the black boats of 
Venice, We enter one of them, rather to try if they 
|l^l boats or not, than with any definite purpose, 
i'glide away ; at first feeling as if the water were 
yielding continually beneath the boat and letting her 
sink into soft^ vacancy. It is something clearer than 
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any water wcTkave seen lately, and of a pale green 
the banks only two or three feet above it, of mud and 
rank grass, with here and there a stunted tree ; gliding 
swiftly past the small casement of the gondola, as if 
they were dragged by upon a painted scene. S 

•Stroke by stroke, we count the plunges of the 
oar, each heaving up the side of the boat slightly as 
her silver beak shoots forward. Wc lo.se patience, 
and extricate ourselves from the cushions : the sea 
air blows keenly by, as we stand leaning on the roof lo 
of the floating cell. In front, nothing to be seen but 
long canal and level bank ; to the west, the tower of 
Mestre is lowering fast, and behind it there have 
risen purple sliades, of the colour of dead rose-leaves, 
all round the horizon, feebly defined agaihst the after- 15 
noon sky, — the Alps of Bassano. Forward still : the 
endless canal bends at last, and then breaks into 
intricate* angles about some low bastions, now torn 
’ to pieces and staggering in ugly rents towards the 
water,- the bastions of the fort of Malghera. Another 20 
turn, and another perspective of canal ; but not inter- 
minable. The silver beak cleaves it fast, — it widens : 
the rank grass of the banks sinks lojyer and lower, 
and at last dies in tawny knots along an expanse of 
weedy shore. Over it, on the right, but a few years 25 
back, wc might have seen the lagoon stretching to the 
horizon, and the warm southern sky bending over 
Malamocco to the sea. Now we can see nothing but 
what seems a low and monotonous dockyard wall, 
with flat arches to let the tide through it ; — this is the 30 
railroad bridge, conspicuous above all things. But 
at the end of those dismal arches there rises, out of 
the wide water, a straggling line of low and confused 
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bjick buildings, which, but for the many towers which 
are mingled among them, might be the suburbs of an 
English manufacturing town. Four or five domes, 
pale, and apparently at a greater distance, rise over 
S the centre of the linej but the object which first 
catches the eye is a sullen cloud of black smoRe 
brooding over the northern half of it, and which 
issues from the belfry of a church. 

It is Venice. 

2. Venice, as seen f^om the Lagoon. 

lo The aspect of the city itself was generally the source 

of some slight disappointment, for, seen in this direc- 
tion, its buildings are far less characteristic than those 
of the other great towns of Italy; but this inferi- 
ority was partly disguised by distance, and more than 
IS atoned for by the strange rising of its walls an^^towers ^ 
out of the midst, as it seemed, of the deep sea ; for 
it was impossible that the mind or the eye could at 
once comprehend the shallowness of the vast sheet 
of water which stretched away in leagues of rippling 
20 lustre to the nQ;rth and south, or trace the narrow line 
of islets bounding it to the east. The salt breeze, 
the white moaning sea-birds, the masses of black weed 
separating and disappearing gradually, in knots of 
heaving shoal, under the advance of the steady tide, 

35 all pi^claimed it to be indeed the ocean on whose 
«i|)oSom the great city rested so calmly ; not such blue, 
soft, lake-like ocean as bathes the Neapolitan promon- 
tories, or sleeps beneath the marble rocks of Genoa ; 
but a sea with the bleak power of our own northern 
30 waves, yet subdued into a strange spacious rest, and 
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clmnged from its angry pallor into a field of bumishjd ^ 
gold, as the sun declined behind the belfry tower of 
the lonely island church, fitly named “ St. George of 
the Seaweed.” As the boat drew nearer to the city, 
thp roast which the traveller had just left sank be- 5 
hind him into one long, low, sad-coloured line, tufted 
irregularly with brushwood and willows : but, at what 
seemed its northern extremity, the hills of Arqu2i rose 
in a dark cluster of purple pyramids, balanced on the 
bright mirage of the lagoon; two or three smooth 10 
surges of inferior hill extended themselves about their 
roots, and beyond these, beginning with the craggy 
peaks above Vicenza, the chain of the Alps girded 
the whole horizon to the north — a wall of jagged blue, 
here and there showing through its clefts a wilderness t«; 
of misty precipices, fading far back into the recesses 
of Cadore, and itself rising and breaking away east- 
ward, ^vJiere the sun struck opposite upon its snow, 
into mighty fragments of peaked light, standing up 
behind the barred clouds of evening, one after another, 20 
countless, the crown of the Adrian Sea, until the eye 
turned back from pursuing them, to rest upon the 
nearer burning of the campaniles of Murano, and 
onjthe great city, where it magnified itself along the 
waves, as the quick silent pacing of the gondola drew as 
nearer and nearer. And at last, when its walls were 
reached, and the outmost of its untrodden streets was 
entered, not through towered gate or guarded rihipart, 
but as a deep inlet between two rocks of coral in the 
Indian Sea; when first upon the travellers sight 30 
opeil^ the long ranges of columned palaces, — each 
with its black boat moored at the portal, — each with 
its image cost down, beneath its feet, u^on that green 
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^pavement wfiich every breeze broke into new fantasies 
o? rich tessellation ; when first, at the extremity of the 
bright vista, the shadowy Rialto threw its colossal 
curve slowly forth from behind the palace of the 
5 Camerlenghi; that strange curve, so delicate, , so 
adamantine, strong as a mountain cavern, graceful 
as a bow just bent ; when first, before its moonlike 
circumference was all risen, the gondolier’s cry, “ Ah I 
Stall,” struck sharp upon the ear, and the prow turned 
10 aside under the mighty cornices that half met over 
the narrow canal, where the plash of the water followed 
close and loud, ringing along the marble by the boat’s 
side ; and when at last that boat darted forth upon 
the breadth of silver sea, across which the front of 
IS the Ducal Palace, flushed with its sanguine veins, 
looks to the snowy dome of Our Lady of Salvation, 
it was no marvel that the mind should be so deeply 
entranced by the visionary charm of a scene beau- 
tiful and so strange, as to forget the darlclr truths of 
20 its history and its being. Well might it seem that 
such a city had owed her existence rather to the rod 
of the enchanter, than the fear of the fugitive ; that 
the waters whi^ encircled her had been chosen for 
the mirror of her state, rather than the shelter of , her 
25 nakedness ; and that all which in nature was wild or 
merciless, — Time and Decay, as well as the waves 
and tempests, — had been won to adorn her in- 
stead t)f to destroy, and might still spare, for ages 
to come, that beauty which seemed to have fixed 
30 for its throne the sands of the hour-glass as well as 
of the sea. 
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3. An Englisli Oathedral and St. Mark’s. 

I wish that the reader, before I bring him into St 
Mark’s Place, would imagine himself for a little lime 
in a quiet English cathedral town, and walk with me 
to fhe west front of its cathedral. Let us go together 
up the more retired street, at the end of which we 5 
can see the pinnacles of one of the towers, and then 
through the low grey gateway, with its battlementcd 
top and small latticed window in the centre, into the 
inner private -looking road or close, where nothing 
goes in but the carts of the tradesmen who supply 10 
the bishop and the chapter, and where there are little 
shaven grass-plots, fenced in by neat rails, before 
old-fashioned groups of somewhat diminutive and 
excessively trim houses, with little oriel and bay 
windows jutting out here and there, and deep wooden 15 
^corniegg ^ind caves painted cream-colour and white, 
and small |)orches to their doors in the shape of 
cockle-shells, or little, crooked, thick, indescribable 
wooden gables warped a little on one side ; and so 
forward till we come to larger houses, also old- 20 
fashioned, but of red brick, and with garden behind 
them, and fruit walls, which show here and there, 
among the nectarines, the vestiges of an old cloister 
arch or shaft, and looking in front on the cathedral 
square itself, laid out in rigid divisions of smooth 25 
grass and gravel walk, yet not uncheerful, esp^ially 
on the sunny side where the canons’ children are 
walking with their nurserymaids. And so, taking 
care not to tread on the grass, we will go along the 
straight walk to the west front, and there stand for a 30 
time, looking up at its deep-pointed porches and the 
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dark places •between their pillars wh^re there w§re 
sfetues once, and where the fmgments, here and 
there, of a stately figure arc still left, which has in 
it the likeness of a king, perhaps indeed a king on 
5 earth, perhaps a saintly king long ago in heaven ; aiid 
so higher and higher up to the great mouldering ifall 
of rugged sculpture and confused arcades, shattered 
and grey, and grisly with heads of dragons and mock* 
ing fiends, worn by the rain and swirling winds into 
10 yet unseemlier shape, and cnloured on their stony 
scales by the deep russet-orange lichen, melancholy 
gold ; and so, higher still, to the bleak towers, so far 
above that the eye loses itself among the bosses of 
their traceries, though they are rude and strong, and 
15 only sees like a drift of eddying black points, now 
closing, now scattering, and now settling suddenly 
into invisible places among the bosses and flowers, 
the crowd of restless birds that fill the whale square 
with that strange clangour of theirs, so harsh and yet 
20 so soothing, like the cries of birds on a solitary coast 
between the cliffs and the sea. 

Think for a little while of that scene, and the 
meaning of aj^ its small formalisms, mixed with its 
serene sublimity. Estimate its secluded, continuous, 
as drowsy felicities, and its evidence of the sense ‘"and 
steady performance of such kind of duties as can be 
regulated by the cathedral clock ; and weigh .the in- 
fluenfe of those dark towers on all who have passed 
through the lonely square at their feet for centuries* 
30 and on all who have seen them rising far away 
the wooded plain, or catching on their square mskses 
^ the last rays of the sunset, when the city at their feet 
was indicated only by the mist at the bend of the 
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ri^er. And then let us quickly recollect that we are 
in Venice, and land at the extremity of the Caile 
Lunga San Moise, which may be considered as there 
answering to the secluded street that led us to our 
English cathedral gateway. 5 

We find ourselves in a paved alley, some seven feet 
wide where it is widest, full of people, and resonant 
with cries of itinerant salesmen, — a shriek in their 
beginning, and dying away into a kind of brazen 
ringing, all the worse for its confinement between the 10 
high houses of the passage along which we have to 
make our way. Overhead an inextricable confusion 
of rugged shutters, and iron balconies and chimney 
flues . puslied out on bra^'kots to save room, and 
aichcd \Mndows with projecting sills of Jstrian stone, 15 
and gleams of green leaves here and there where a 
fig-tree branch escapes over a lower wall from some 
^ inncr^oitilo, leading the eye up to the narrow stream 
of blue sk][> high over all. On each side, a row of 
shops, as densely set as may be, occupying, in fact, 20 
intervals between the square stone shafts, about eight 
feet liigh, which carry the first floors; intervals of 
which one is narrow and serves as a dffor ; the other 
is, in the more respectable shops, wainscoted to the 
heig*ht of the counter and glazed above, but in those *5 
of the poorer tradesmen left open to the ground, and 
the wares laid on benches and tables in the open air, 
the light in all cases entering at the front only, and 
fading aw^ay in a few feet from the threshold into a 
gloom which the eye from without cannot penetrate, 30 
but which is generally broken by a ray or two from a 
feeble lamp at tlie back of the shop, suspended before 
a print of the Virgin. The less pious shopkeeper 
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sometimes Idkves his lamp unliglited, and is contented 
wTth a penny print ; the more religious one has his 
print coloured and set in a little shrine with a gilded 
or figured fringe, with perhaps a faded flower or two 
5 on each side, and his lanip burning brilliantly. Here, 
at the fruiterer’s, where the dark-green water-melons 
are heaped upon the counter like cannon-balls, the 
Madonna has a tabernacle of fresh laurel leaves ; but 
the pewterer next door has let his lamp out, and there 
lo is nothing to be seen in his rliop but the dull gleam 
of the studded patterns on the copper pans, hanging 
from his roof in the darkness. Next comes a “ Vendita 
Frittole e Liquori,” where the Virgin, enthroned in a 
very humble manner beside a tallow candle on a back 
IS shelf, presides over certain ambrosial morsels of a 
nature too ambiguous to be defined or enumerated. 
But a few steps farther on, at the regular wine-shop 
of the calle, where we arc offered “ Vino NdsJjr<»no a , 
Soldi 28.32,” the Madonna is in greaP glory, en- 
20 throned above ten or a dozen large red casks of 
three-year- old vintage, and flanked by goodly ranks 
of bottles of Maraschino, and two crimson lamps; 
and for the evening, when the gondoliers will come 
to drink out, under her auspices, the money they 
25 have gained during the day, she will have a whole 
chandelier. 

A yard or two farther, we pass the hostelry of the 
Blacks Eagle, and glancing as we pass through the 
square door of marble, deeply moulded, in the outer 
30 wall, we see the shadows of its pergola of vines resting 
on an ancient well, with a pointed shield carved on 
its side ; and so presently emerge on the bridge and 
Campo San Moisb, whence to the entrance into St 
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tlace, called the Bocca di Pi.izza (mouth jf 
the square), the Venetian character is nearly destroyed, 
first by the frightful facade of San Moise, wliich we 
will pause at another time to examine, and then by 
the modernizing of the shoi)s as they near the piazza, 5 
and the mingling with the lower Venetian populace 
of lounging groups of English and Austrians, We 
will push fast through them into the shadow of the 
pillars at the end of the “ Bocca di Piazza,” and then 
we forget them all ; for between those pillars there lo 
oj>eiis a great light, and, in the midst of it, as we 
advance slowly, the vast tower of St. Mark seems to 
lift itself visibly forth from the level field of chequered 
stones; and, on each side, the countless arches pro- 
long themselves into ranged symmetry, as if the 15 
rugged and irregular houses that pressed together 
above us in the dark alley had been struck back into 
suddcji^obedicnce and lovely order, and all their rude 
^casements a«id broken walls had been transformed 
into arches charged with goodly sculpture, and fluted 20 
shafts of delicate stone. 

And well may they fall back, for beyond those 
troops of ordered arches there rises a,^vision out of 
the earth, and all the great square seems to have 
opened from it in a kind of awe, that we may see it 25 
far away; — a multitude of pillars and white domes, 
clustered into a long low pyramid of coloured light ; 
a treasure-heap, it seems, partly of gold, and ^tly 
of opal and mother-of-pearl, hollowed beneath into 
five great vaulted porches, ceiled with fair mosaic, 30 
and beset with sculpture of alabaster, clear as amber 
and delicate as ivory, sculpture fantastic and in- 
volved, of ^aim-leaves and lilies, and grapes and 
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p^omegranatcs, and birds clinging and fluttering among 
the branches, all twined together into an endless net- 
work of buds and plumes ; and, in the midst of it, the 
solemn forms of angels, sceptred, and robed to the 
5 feet, and leaning to each other across the gates, their 
figures indistinct among the gleaming of the golden 
ground through the leaves beside them, interrupted 
and dim, like the morning light as it faded back 
among the branches of Eden, when first its gates 
TO were angel-guarded long a£0. And round the walls 
of the porches there are set pillars of variegated 
stones, jasper, and porphyry, and deep-green ser- 
pentine spotted with flakes of snow, and marbles, 
that half refuse and half yield to the sunshine, Cleo- 
15 patra-like, “their bluest veins to kiss” — ^the shadow, 
as it steals back from them, revealing line after line 
of a/urc undulation, as a receding tide leaves the 
waved sand; their capitals rich with ihtf.rwoven 
• tracery, rooted knots of herbage, and drifting leaves 
20 of acanthus and vine, and mystical signs, all beginning 
and ending in the Cross; and above them, in the 
broad archivolts, a continuous chain of language and 
of life — ango^«, and the signs of heaven and the 
labours of men, each in its appointed season upon 
25 the earth ; and above these another range of glitter- 
ing pinnacles, mixed with white arches edged with 
scarlet flowers, — a confusion of delight, amidst which 
the breasts of the Greek horses are seen blazing in 
their breadth of golden strength, and the St. Mark’s 
30 Lion, lifted on a blue field covered with stars, iintil 
at last, if in ecstasy, the crests of the arches break 
into a marble foam, and toss themselves far into the 
blue sky in flashes and wreaths of sculj^red spray, 
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aj if trfe brea’ters on the Lido shore hid been frost- 
bound before they fell, and the sea-nymphs had inlaid 
them with coral and amethyst 

Between that grim cathedral of England and this, 
what an interval ! There is a type of it in the very s 
biMs that haunt them ; for, instead of the restless 
crowd, hoarse-voiced and sable-winged, drifting on 
the bleak upper air, the St Mark’s porches are full 
of doves, that nestle among the marble foliage, and 
mingle the soft iridescence of their living plumes, 10 
changing at every motion, with the tints, hardly less 
lovely, that have stood unchanged for seven hundred 
years. 


4. Interior of St. Mark’s. 

Let us enter the church itself. It is lost in twi- 
lightj^o which the eye must be accustomed for some 15 
moments before the form of the building can be 
traced j and then there oi)ens before us a vast cave, 
hewn out into the form of a Cross, and divided into 
shadowy aisles by many pillars. Round the domes 
of its roof the light enters only througjt narrow aper- so 
tures like large stars; and here and there a ray or 
two* from some far-away casement wanders into the 
darkness, and casts a narrow phosphoric stream upon 
the waves of marble that heave and fall in a thousand 
colours along the floor. What else there is of light s$ 
is from torches, or silver lamps, burning ceaselessly 
in the recesses of the chapels ; the roof sheeted with 
gold^ and the polished walls covered with alabaster, 
give back, at every curve and angle, some feeble 
gleaming to the flames; and the glories round the so 
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he^ds of the* sculptured saints flash out upoli us jis 
we pass thcnii and sink again into the gloom. Under 
foot and over head, a continual succession of crowded 
imagery, one picture passing into another, as in a 
^ dream ; forms beautiful and terrible mixed together ; 
dragons and serpents, and ravening beasts of prfiy, 
and graceful birds that in the midst of them drink 
from running fountains and feed from vases of crystal ; 
the passions and pleasures of human life symbo- 
10 lized together, and the my? tery of its redemption ; 
for the mazes of interwoven lines and changeful 
pictures lead always at last to the Cross^ lifted and 
carved in every place and upon every stone; some- 
times with the serpent of eternity wrapt round it, 
15 sometimes with doves beneath its arms, and sweet 
herbage growing forth from its feet ; but conspicuous 
most of all on the great rood that crosses the church 
before the altar, raised in bright blazonry agaipgt the 
shadow of the apse. And although in <the recesses 
20 of the aisles and chapels, when the mist of the incense 
hangs heavily, we may see continually a figure traced 
in faint lines upon their marble, a woman standing 
with her cyesb raised to heaven, and the inscription 
above her, ‘‘Mother of God,” she is not here the 
25 presiding deity. It is the Cross that is first seen, 
and always, burning in the centre of the temple ; and 
every dome and hollow of its roof has the figure of 
Christ in the utmost height of it, raised in power, or 
returning in judgment. 

30 Nor is this interior without effect on the minds 
of the people. At every hour of the day there are 
groups collected before the various shrines, and 
solitary wophippers scattered through the darker 
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places Vof the church, evidently in prayer both dgep 
‘tod reverent, and, for the most part, profoundly 
sorrowful. The step of the stranger docs not disturb 
those who kneel on the pavement of St. Mark's ; and 
hardly a moment passes, from early morning to sun- s 
&e*t, in which we may not see some half-veiled figure 
enter beneath the Arabian porch, cast itself into long 
abasement on the floor of the temple, and then rising 
slowly with more confirmed step, and with a passion- 
ate kiss and clasp of the arms given to the feet of lo 
the crucifix, by which the lamps burn always in the 
northern aisle, leave the church as if comforted. 

5. Bird’s-eye-view of Europe Influeiice of 
Physical Geography on Art. 

The charts of the world which have been drawn 
ifiodern science have thrown into a narrow 
space the depression of a vast amount of knowledge ; 15 
but I have never yet seen any one pictorial enough 
to enable the spectator to imagine the kind of 
contrast in physical character which exists between 
Northern and Southern countries. We know the 
differences in detail, but we have not that broad 
glance and grasp which would enable us to feel them 
in their fulness. We know that gentians grow on 
the Alps, and olives on the Apennines ; but we do 
not enough conceive for ourselves that variegated 
mosaic of the world’s surface which a bird sees in as 
its migration, that difference between the districts of 
the gentian and of the olive which the stork and the 
swallow see far off, as they lean upcm the sirocco 
wind Let us, for a moment, try to r^se ourselves 
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evgn above tlie level of their flight, and ima^ne the 
Mediterranean lying beneath us like an irregular lak«r, 
and all its ancient promontories sleeping in the sun : 
here and there an angry spot of thunder, a grey stain 
S of storm, moving upon the burning field ; and here 
and there a fixed wreath of white volcano smofie, 
surrounded by its circle of ashes ; but for the most 
part a great jieacefulness of light, Syria and Greece, 
Italy and Spain, laid like pieces of a golden pave- 
lo ment into the sea-blue, chased, as we sloop nearer to 
them, with bossy beaten work of mountain chains, 
and glowing softly with terraced gardens, and flowers 
heavy with frankincense, mixed among masses of 
laurel and orange, and plumy palm, that abate with 
IS their grey-green shadows the burning of the marble 
rocks, and of the ledges of porphyry sloping under 
lucent sand. Then let us pass farther towards the 
north, until we see the orient colours change pradu- ^ 
ally into a vast belt of rainy green, where fae pastures 
20 of Switzerland, and poplar valleys of France, and 
dark forests of the Danube and Carpathians stretch 
from the mouths of the Loire to those of the Volga, 
seen through %::]efts in grey swirls of rain-cloud and 
flaky veils of the mist of the brooks, spreading low 
25 along the pasture lands ; and then, farther north still, 
to see the earth heave ihto mighty masses of leaden 
rock and heathy moor, bordering with a broad waste 
of gldomy purple that belt of field and wood, iind 
splintering into irregular and grisly islands amidst the 
^n^hem seas, beaten by storm, and chilled by ice- 
and tormented by furious ^pulses of contending 
ifde, until the roots of the last forests fail from among 
the bill ravinis, and the hunger of the north wind 
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bites tl|eir peitks into barrenness ; andf at last, the 
of ice, durable like iron, sets, deathlike, its whke 
teeth against us out of the polar twilight. 

ArtJ, having once traversed in thought this grada- 
tion of the zoned iris of the earth in all its material S 
vaStness, let us go down nearer to it, and watch the 
parallel change in the belt of animal life ; the multi- 
tudes of swift and brilliant creatures that glance in 
the air and sea, or tread the sands of the southern 
z<Jhe; striped ztbras and spotted leopards, glistening 10 
serpents, and birds arrayed in purple and scarlet. Let 
us contrast their delicacy and brilliancy of colour, and 
swiftness of motion, with the frost-cramped strength, 
and shaggy covering, and dusky plumage of the 
northern tribes j contrast the Arabian horse with the 15 
Shetland, the tiger and leopard with the wolf and bear, 
the antelope with the elk, the biid of paradise with 
the ospaey : and then, submissively acknowledging 
'TBS^feat Icivs by which the earth and all that it bears 
are ruled throughout their being, let us not condemn, 30 
but rejoice in the expression by man of his own rest 
in the statutes of the lands that gave him birth. Let 
us watch him vrith reverence as he sejp side by side 
the burning gems, and smooths with soft sculpture 
thc^asper pillars, that are to reflect a ceaseless sun- 25 
shine, and rise into a cloudless sky : but not with 
less reverence let us stand by him, when, with rough 
strength and hurried stroke, he smites an ujjcouth 
animation out of the rocks which he has torn from 
among the moss of the moorland, and heaves into the 30 
darkened air the pile of iron buttress and rugged wall, 
instinct with a work of an imagination as wild and 
Wayward as the northern sea ; creations of ungainly 
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shape and rfgid limb, but full of wolfish lifql; fierjpe 
the winds that beat, and changeful as the clou(fe^ 
that shade them. 

6. The Plea for the Craftsmen. « 

Reader, look round this English room of yours, 

5 about which you have been proud so often, because 
the work of it was so good and strong, and the orna- 
ments of it so finished. E:.amine again all theJ^e 
accurate mouldings, and perfect polishings, and un- 
erring adjustments ot the seasoned wood and tempered 
lo steel. Many a time you have exulted over them, and 
thought how great England was, because her slightest 
work was done so thoroughly. Alas I if read rightly, 
these perfectnesses are signs of a slavery in our 
England a thousand times more bitter and more 
IS degrading than that of the scourged African* oj.,hclot^ 
Greek. Men may be beaten, chained, •tormented, 
yoked like cattle, slaughtered like summer flies, and 
yet remain in one sense, and the best sense, free. 
But to smother their souls within them, to blight and 
20 hew into rott^ig pollards the suckling branches of 
their human intelligence, to make the flesh and skin 
which, after the worm’s work on it, is to see God, into 
leathern thongs to yoke ;nachinery with, — this it is to 
be slave-niasters indeed; and there might be more 
25 fr^#m in England, though her feudal lords’ lightest 
raps were worth men’s lives, and though the blood 
of the vexed husbandman dropped in the furrows of 
her fields, than there is while the animation of her 
multitudes is sent like fuel to feed the factory smoke, 
30 and the strength of them is given daily to be wastecj 
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ipto tlje fineness of a web, or racked into the exjct- 
>i(^j5ss of a line. 

on the other hand, go forth again to gaze 
upo^ the old Cathedral front, where you have smiled 
so often at the fantastic ignorance of the old sculptors ; 5 
examine once moie those ugly goblins, and formless 
monsters, and stern statues, anatomiless and rigid; 
but do not mock at them, for they are signs of the 
life and liberty of every workman who struck the 
stone; a freedom of thought, and rank in scale of lo 
being, such as no laws, no charters, no charities can 
secure; but which it must be the first aim of all 
Europe at this day to regain for her children. 

Let me not be thought to speak wildly or extrava- 
gantly. It is verily this degradation of the operative is 
into a machine, which, more than any other evil of 
the times, is leading the mass of the nations every- 
^jiietj; irtto vain, incoherent, destructive struggling for 
a freedom f)f which they cannot explain the nature to 
themselves. Their universal outcry against wealth, 20 
and against nobility, is not forced from them either 
by the pressure of famine, or the sting of mortified 
pride. These do much, and have do.ie much in all 
ages; but the foundations of society were never yet 
shalcen as they are at this day. It is not that men 25 
are ill-fed, but that they have no pleasure in the 
work by which they make their bread, and therefore 
look to wealth as the only means of pleasure.* It is 
not that men are pained by the scorn of the upper 
classes, but they cannot endure their own ; for they 30 
feel that the kind of labour to which they are con- 
demned is verily a degrading one, and makes them 
less than men. Never had the upper clapes so much 
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sympathy with the lower, or chaiity for them, they 
have at this day, and yet neVer were they so mucbf 
hated by them; for, of old, the separation between 
the noble and the poor was merely a wall buil. by 
5 law ; now it is a veritable difference in level of stand- 
ing, a precipice between upper and lower grounds in 
the field of humanity, and there is pestilential air at 
the bottom of it I know not if a day is ever to come 
when the nature of right freedom will be understood, 
lo and when men will see that t > obey another man, to 
labour for him, yield reverence to him or to his place, 
is not slavery. It is often the best kind of liberty — 
liberty from care. The man who says to one, Go, 
and he goeth, and to another, Come, and he cometh, 
x5 has, in most cases, more sense of restraint and diffi- 
culty than the man who obeys him. The movements 
of the one are hindered by the burden on his shoulder; 
of the other, by the bridle on his lips : the^e js no^ 
way by which the burden may be lightenid ; but we 
ao need not suffer from the bridle if we do not champ at 
it. To yield reverence to another, to hold ourselves 
and our lives at his disposal, is not slavery ; often, it 
is the noblest utate in which a man can live in this 
world. There is, indeed, a reverence which is seryile, 
35 that is to say, irrational or selfish : but there is Mso 
noble reverence, that is to say, reasonable and loving; 
and a man is never so noble as when he is reverent in 
this khid ; nay, even if the feeling pass the bounds of 
mere reason, so that it be loving, a man is raised by 
30 it Which had, in reality, most of the serf nature in 
hinoi^-p^the Irish peasant who was lying in wait yester- 
d^ior his landlord, with his musket itiuzzle thrust 
through the ragged hedge; or that old mountain 
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servant) who, two hundred years ago, at fnverkeiihing, 
up his own life and the lives of his seven sons for 
his cjhief ? — as each fell calling forth his brother to the 
deatnii “ Another for Hector 1 ” And therefore, in all 
ages and all countries, reverence has been paid and s 
sacrifice made by men to each other, not only with- 
out complaint, but rejoicingly ; and famine, and peril, 
and sword, and all evil, and all shame, have been 
borne willingly in the causes of masters and kings ; 
for all these gifts of the heart ennobled the men who lo 
gave, not less than the men who received them, and 
nature prompted, and God rewarded the sacrifice. 
But to feel their souls withering within them, un- 
thanked ; to find their whole being sunk into an un- 
recognized abyss j to be counted off into a heap of 15 
mechanism, numbered with its wheels, and weighed 
with its hammer-strokes ; this nature bade not, — this 
jGod^ blegses not, — this humanity for no long time is 
able to endiure. 

We have much studied and much perfected, of 90 
late, the great civilised invention of the division of 
labour; only wc give it a false name. It is not, 
truly speaking, the labour that is divided; but the 
men : — Divided into mere segments of men — broken 
into small fragments and crumbs of life ; so that all 25 
the little piece of intelligence that is left in a man is 
not enough to make a pin, or a nail, but exhausts 
itself in making^ the point of a pin, or the he^rtl of a 
nail. Now it is a good and desirable thing, truly, lo 
make many pins in a day ; but if we could only see 30 
with what crystal sand their points were polished, — 
sand of human soul, much to be magnified before it 
can be discerned for what it is. — we should think 
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thpe might be some loss in it also. And tVe gr^at 
cry that rises from all our manufacturing cities, loud^ 
than their furnace blast, is all in very deed for this, — 
that we manufacture everything there except 4 nen; 

5 we blanch cotton, and strengthen steel, and refine 
sugar, and shape pottery ; but to brighten, to 
strengthen, to refine, or to form a single living spirit, 
never enters into our estimate of advantages. And 
all the evil to which that cry is urging our myriads 
xo can be met only in one wa^ : not by teaching nor 
preaching, for to teach them is but to show them their 
misery, and to preach to them, if we do nothing more 
than preach, is to mock at it. It can be met only 
by a right understanding, on the part of all classes, 
15 of what kinds of labour are good for men, raising 
them, and making them happy; by a determined 
sacrifice of such convenience, or beauty, or cheap- 
ness as is to be got only by the degradation cf ^’hC. 
workman; and by ecjually determined demand for 
so the products and results of healthy and ennobling 
labour. 
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From “Modern Painters,” Vol. TIL 

ON THE THEORY AND HISTORY OF 
LANDSCAPE ART. 

1. What is Poetry? 

“The suggestion, by the imagination, of noble grounds 
for the noble emotions.” 1 mean, by the noble emo- 
tions, those four principal sacred passions — Love, 
Veneration, Admiration, and Joy (this latter especially, 
if unselfish) ; and their opposites — Hatred, Indigna- s 
tion (or Scorn), Hoiror, and Grief, — this last, when 
unselfish, becoming Compassion. These passions in 
their various combinations constitute what is called 
“poeticij feeling,” when they arc felt on noble 

tl^t is, on great and true grounds. Indig- lo 
nation, for instance, is a poetical feeling, if excited 
by serious injury ; but it is not a poetical feeling if 
entertained on being cheated out of a small sum of 
money. It is very possible the manne]^ of the cheat 
may have been such as to justify considerable indig- is 
natfen; but the feeling is nevertheless not poetical 
unless the grounds of it be large as well as just. In 
like manner, energetic admiration may be excited in 
certain minds by a display of fireworks, or a stueet of 
handsome shops ; but the feeling is not poetical, be- ao 
cause the grounds of it are false, and therefore ignoble. 
Thereas in reality nothing to deserve admiration either 
in the firing of packets of gunpowder, or in the dis- 
play of the stocks of warehouses. But admiration 
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excited by thd budding of a flower isa pibetical |'eeUn|;i 
because it is impossible that this manifestation ^ 
spiritual power and vital beauty can ever be enpjigh 
admired. ^ 

5 Farther, it is necessary to the existence of poetry 
that the grounds of these feelings should be furnisJled 
by the imagination. Poetical feeling, that is to say, 
mere noble emotion, is not poetry. It is happily in- 
herent in all human nature deserving the name, and 
to is found often to be purest in the least sophisti- 
cated. But the power of assembling, by the help of 
the imagination^ such images as will excite these 
feelings, is the power of the poet or literally of the 
“ Maker.” 


2. The ImagitLation, addressed by Nature. 

15 Examine the nature of your own emotion (if you feel 
it) at the sight of ^an Alp, and you find all the 6rifn^ 
ness of that emotion hanging, like dew on gossamer, 
on a curious web of subtle fancy and imperfect know- 
ledge. First, you have a vague idea of its size, 
20 coupled with^ivonder at the work of the great Builder 
of its walls and foundations, then an apprehension of 
its eternity, a pathetic sense of its pcrpetualness,'and 
your own transientness, as of the gra'-s upon its sides ; 
then> and in this very sadness, a sense of strange 
25 companionship with past generations in seeing what 
they saw. They did not see the clouds that are float- 
ing over your head: nor the cottage wall on the other 
aide of the field; nor the road by which you are 
PN^Velling. But they saw that The wall of granke In 
the heavens was the same to them as to you. They 
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h^ve ^ased fo look upon it; you wdl soon cease 
\9^1ook also, and the granite wall will be for others. 
Then, mingled with these more solemn imaginations, 
com^the understandings of the gifts and glories of 
the Alps, the fancying forth of all the fountains that ^ 
wfcll from its rocky walls, and strong rivcis that are 
born out of its icc, and of all the pleasant valleys that 
wind between its cliifs, and all the chdlets that gleam 
among its clouds, and happy faimsteads couched upon 
its pastures; while together with the thoughts of these, lo 
rise strange sympathies with all the unknown of human 
life, and happiness, and death, signified by that narrow 
white flame of the everlasting snow, seen so far in the 
morning sky. 

These images, and far more than these, lie at the 
root of the emotion which you feel at the sight of the 
Alp. You may not trace them in your heart, for there 
^is a^eat deal more in your heart, of evil and good, 
than you e\€r can trace ; but they stir you and quicken 
you for all that. Assuredly, so far as you feel more 20 
at beholding the snowy mountain than any other 
object of the same sweet silvery grey, these are the 
kind of images which cause you to dcapso ; and, ob- 
serve, these are nothing more than a greater appre- 
hei&ion of the facts of the thing. We call the power 25 
“ Imagination,” because it imagines or conceives ; 
but it is only noble imagination if it imagines or con- 
ceives the truth. And, according to the degfee of 
knowledge possessed, and of sensibility to the pathe- 
tic or impressive character of the things known, will 30 
be the degree of this imaginative delight. 
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The Imagination, addressed by Art : thi JJse ^ 
of Pictures. 

Now, observe, while, as it penetrates into the nj&ture 
of things, tlie imagination is pre-eminently a beholder 
of things, as they are, it is, in its creative function, &n 
eminent beholder of things 7 a/ien and 7 t*/iere they are 
S not; a seer, that is, in the prophetic sense, calling 
“ the things that are not as though they were,” and 
for ever delighting to dwell on that which is not 
tangibly present. And its great function being the 
calling forth, or back, that which is not visible to 
10 bodily sense, it has of course been made to take 
delight in the fulfilment of its proper function, and 
pre-eminently to enjoy, and spend its energy on, 
things past and future, or out of sight, rather than 
things present, or in sight. So that if the imagination 
IS is to be called to take delight in any object, it will 
not be always well, if we can help it, to the recT 
object there, before it The imagination would on 
the whole rather have it not there ; — the reality and 
substance arc rather in the imagination's way; it 
**20 would thinks good deal more of the thing if it could 
not sec it. Hence, that strange and sometimes fatal 
charm, which there is in all things as long as we Vait 
for them, and the moment we have lost them ; but 
which fades while we possess them; — that sweet 
25 bloom of all that is far away, which perishes under 
our touch. Yet the feeling of this is not a weakness ; 
it is one of the most glorious gifts of the human mind, 
making the whole infinite future, and imperishable 
past, a richer inheritance, if faithfully inherited, than 
^ the changeful, frail, fleeting present ; it is also one of 
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the many witnesses in us to the "truth that these 
present and tangible things are not 'meant to satisfy 
us.<^ The instinct becomes a weakness only when it 
is wcfikly indulged, and when the faculty which was 
intended by God to give back to us what we have 5 
lost, and gild for us what is to come, is so perverted 
as only to darken what we possess. But, perverted 
or pure, the instinct itself is everlasting, and the sub- 
stantial presence even of the things which we love the 
best, will inevitably and for ever be found wanting in 10 
me strange and tender charm, which belonged to the 
dreams of them. 

Farther, in (‘onset luence of that other character of 
the imagination, fatiguablencss, it is a great advantage 
to the picture that it need not present too much at ts 
once, and that what it does present may be so chosen 
and ordesed as not only to be more easily seized, but 
’to give the-^imaginalion rest, and, as it were, places 
to lie down and stretch its limbs in; kindly vacan- 
cies, beguiling it back into action, with pleasant and 26 
cautious sequence of incident; all jarring thoughts 
being excluded, all vain redundance detiied, and all 
just and sweet transition permitted. 

And thus it is, that, for the most part, imperfect 
sketches, engravings, outlines, rude sculptures, and 25 
other forms of abstraction, possess a charm which the 
most finished picture frequently wants. For not bnly 
does the finished picture excite the imagination less, 
but, like nature itself, it faxes it more. None of it 
can be enjoyed till the imagination is brought to bear 30 
tipon it; and the details of the completed picture 
alre so numerous, that it needs greater strength and 

^ c 
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willingness iri the beholder to follow* them ill out; 
the redundance, perhaps, being not too great for tlicf 
mind of a careful observer, but too great for a caimal 
or careless observer. So that, although the perfi^tion 
t; of art will always consist irf the utmost aueptahk 
completion, yet, as every added idea will incre&se 
the difficulty ot apprehension, and every added touch 
advance the dangerous realism w'hich makes the ima- 
gination languid, the diflerence between a noble and 
TO ignoble painter is in nothin^^ more sharply defined 
than in this, — that the first wishes to put into his 
work as much truth as possible, and yet to keep it 
looking un-TQsl ; the second wishes to get through his 
work la/ily, with as little truth as possible, and yet to 
IS make it look real j and, so far as they add colour to 
their abstract sketch, the first realizes for the sake of 
the colour, and the second colours for the sake of the 
realization. t __ 

And then, lastly, it is another infinite? advarifage 
20 possessed by the picture, that in these various dif- 
ferences from reality it becomes the expression of the 
power and intelligence of a companionable human 
soul. In’ dil this choice, arrangement, penetrative 
sight, and kindly guidance, we recognize a supernatural 
25 operation, and perceive, not merely the landscape or 
incident as in a mirror, but, besides, the presence of 
what, after all, may perhaps be the most wonderful 
piece of divine work in the whole matter — the great 
human spirit through which it is manifested to us. 
30 So that, although with respect to many important 
scenes, it might bo one of the most precious gifts that 
could be given us to see them with our own eyes^ 
yet also in many things it is more desirable to be 
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germllted to ^ce them with the eyes others ; and 
although, to the small, conceited, and affected painter 
drtjplaying his narrow knowledge and tiny dexterities, 
our -pnly word may be, ‘‘Stand aside from between 
that nature and me : ” yet to the great imaginative s 
plhinltT — greater a million times in every faculty of 
soul than we — our word may wisely be, “C^ome be- 
tween this nature and me — this nature which is too 
great and too wonderful for me ; temper it for me, 
interpret it to me; let me see with your eyes, and 
hear with your ears, and have help and strength from 
your great spirit,” 


4. Great Art, 

The difference between great and mean art lies, 
not in definable methods of handling, or styles of 
representation, or choices of subjects, but wholly in 15 
th^ nobleiiess of the end to which the effort of the 
painter is addressed. We cannot say that a painter 
is great because he paints boldly, or paints delicately ; 
because he generalizes or particularizes ; because he 
loves detail, or because he disdains it.*'^^^e is great 20 
if, by any of these means, he has laid open noble 
tniftis, or aroused noble emotions. It does not 
matter whether he paint the petal of a rose, or the 
chasms of a precipice, so that Love and Admiration 
attend him as he labours, and wait for ever upbn his *5 
work. It does not matter whether he toil for months 
upon a few inches of his canvas, or cover a palace 
front with colour in a day, so only that it be with 
a solemn purpose that he has filled his heart with 
patience, or urged his hand to haste* And it does 
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not matter whether he seek for his sul5jccts al^on^ 
peasants or nobles, among the heroic or the simple, 
in courts or in fields, so only that he behold^ 
things with a thirst for beauty, and a hatred of n^ean- 
S ness and vice. There are, indeed, certain metnods 
of representation which are usually adopted by thfe 
most active minds, and certain characters of subject 
usually delighted in by the noblest hearts ; but it is 
quite possible, quite easy, to adopt the manner of 
lo painting without sharing the 'ictivily of mind, and 
to imitate the choice of subject without possessing 
the nobility of spirit; while, on the other hand, it 
is altogether impossible to foretell on what strange 
objects tlie strength of a great man will sometimes 
*S be concentrated, or by what strange means he will 
sometimes express himself. So that true criticism of • 
art never can consist in the mere application of rules ; 
it can be just only when it is founded on quick sym- 
pathy with the innumerable instincts andi changSul 
flo efforts of human nature, chastened at||i»^8ed by 
unchanging love of all things that God has created to 
be beautiful, and pronounced to be good/ 

5. Great 

The greatness or 

most conclusive sense, detafRiea 
»s. birth, strictly as it is determined for a fnift whethet; 
it is to be a currant or an apricot. Education, favour- 
able circumstances, resolution, and industry can do 
much ; in a certain sense they do everything; that is 
to say, they determine vfticther the poor apricot shall 
,r#li in the form of a green bead, blighted by the east 
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j^rindjand be trodden under foot, or whether it ^hall 
expand into tender pride, and sweet brightness of 
^den velvet. But apricot out of currant, — great 
man^ out of small, — did never yet art or effort make ; 
and, in a general w^ay, men have their excellence 5 
nearly fixed for them when they are born; a little 
cramped and frost-bitten on one side, a little sun- 
burnt and fortune-spotted on the other, they reach, 
between good and evil chances, such size and taste 
as generally belong to the men of their calibre, and, 10 
the small in their serviceable bunches, the great in 
their^olden isolation, have, these no cause for regret, 
nor those for disdain. 

Therefore it is, that every system, of teaching is 
false ^hich holds forth “great art” as in any wise is 
to be taught to students, or even to be aimed at by 
them. Great .art is precisely that which never was, 
no^witt be taught ; it is pre-eminently and finally the 
expressioil of the spirits of great men ; so that the 
only wholesome teaching is that which simply en- 20 
dcavours to fix those characters of nobleness in the 
pupil's mind, of which it seems casilysuscegtible 
and without holding out to him, as a pc^ible or even 
probable result, that he should ever paint like Titian, 
or*carve like Michael Angelo, enforces upon him the 25 
manifest possibility, and assured duty, of endeavour- 
ing to draw in a manner at least honest and intelli- 
gible ; and cultivates in him those general ctiarities 
of heart, sincerities of thought, and graces of habit 
which are likely to lead him, throughout life, to 30 
prefer openness to affectation, realities to shadows, 
and beauty to corruption. 
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6. Greek Life. 

The Greeks lived in the midst of the most beawrfi- 
ful nature, and were as familiar with blue sea, ^Icar 
air, and sweet outlines of mountain, as we are with 
brick walls, black smoke, and level fields. This per- 
S feet familiarity rendered all such scenes of natural 
beauty unexciting, if not indifferent to them, by lulling 
and over-wearying the imagination as far as it was 
concerned with such things; tut there was another 
kind of beauty which they found it reejuired effort to 
lo obtain, and which, when thoroughly obtained, seemed 
more glorious than any of this wild loveliness — the 
beauty of the human countenance and form. This, 
they perceived, could only be reached by continual 
exercise of virtue ; and it was in Heaven's sight, and 
15 theirs, all the more beautiful because it needed this 
self-denial to obtain it. So they set thems6lvegJo 
reach this, and having gained it, gave it their prin- 
cipal thoughts, and set it off with beautiful dress as 
best they might. But making this their object, they 
,i^were obliged to pass their lives in simple exercise 
and discipTin®! employments. Living wholesomely, 
giving themselves no fever fits, either by fasting or 
over-eating, constantly in the open air, and full of 
animal spirit and physical po\yer, they became in- 
as capable of every morbid condition of mental emotion. 
Unhappy love, disappointed ambition, spiritual de- 
spondency, or any other disturbing sensation, had 
little power over the well-braced nerves, and healthy 
flow of the blood; and what bitterness might yet 
j^fasten on them was soon boxed or raced out of a 
boy, and spup or woven out of a girl, or danced out 
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oi^both. Th^ had indeed their sorrows, true and 
deep, iSut still, more like children’s sorrows than oufs ; 
whether bursting into open cry of pain, or hid with 
shuddering under the veil, still passing over the soul 
as clotids do over heaven, not sullying it, not mingling 5 
wflh it; — darkening it perhaps long or utterly, but 
still not becoming one with it, and for the most part 
passing away in dashing rain of tears, and leaving the 
man unchanged: in nowise affecting, as our sorrow 
does, the whole tone of his thought and imagination 10 
thenceforward. 

Farther, the human beauty, which, whether in its 
bodily being or in imagined divinity, had become, for 
the reasons wc have seen, the principal object of cul- 
ture syjd sympathy to these Greeks, \^as, in its per- 15 
fection, eminently orderly, symmetrical, and tender. 
Hence, contemplating it constantly in this state, they 
could net but feel a proportionate fear of all that was 
disordcrly,iunbalanced, and rugged. Having trained 
their stoutest soldiers into a strength so delicate and ao 
lovely, that their white flesh, with their blood upon it, 
should look like ivory stained with purple ; and having 
always around them, in the motion iiiujevly of* 
this beauty, enough for the full employment of their 
im&gination, they shrank with dread or hatred from 25 
all the ruggedness of lower nature, — from the wrinkled 
forest bark, the jagged hill-crest, and irregular, in- 
organic storm of sky ; looking to these for the most 
part as adverse powers, and taking pleasure only in 
such portions of the lower world as were at once 3 ® 
conducive to the rest and health of the human 
ftame, and in harmony with the laws of its gentler 
beauty. 
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7. The Homeric Ideal of Landscape. 

As far as I recollect, without a single cxcep^n, 
every Homeric landscape, intended to be beautiful, 
is composed of a fountain, a meadow, and a ?;hady 
grove. This ideal is very interestingly marked, hs 
5 intended for a perfect one, in the fifth book of the 
Odyssey ; when Mercury himself stops for a moment, 
though on a message, to look at a landscape “ which 
even an immortal might be gladdened to behold,” 
This landscape consists of a cave covered with a 
lo running vine, all blooming into grapes, and surrounded 
by a grove of alder, poplar, and sweet-smelling cypress. 
Four fountains of white (foaming) water, springing in 
succession (mark the orderliness), and close Jp one 
another, flow away in different directions, through 
IS a meadow full of violets and parsley (parsley, to 
mark its moisture, being elsewhere called marsh- 
nourished,” and associated with the lotus)i; the air is 
perfumed not only by these violets, and by the sweet 
cypress, but by Calypso’s fire of finely-chopped cedar- 
20 wood, which sends a smoke, as of incense, through 
ihe feiAxii>^i*»i>Siialypso herself is singing; and finally, 
upon the trees are resting, or ^roosting, owls, hawks, 
and “long-tongued sea*crows.” Whether these last 
are considered as a part of the ideal landscape, as 
as marine singing-birds, I know not ; but the approval 
of Mercury appears to be elicited ^chiefly by the 
j^pjSHitains and violet meadow. 

If we glance through the references to pleasant 
landscape which occur in other parts of the Odyssey, 
Sff^'we shall always be struck by the quiet subjection of 
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thpir efery feature to human service, afid by the ex- 
cessive* similarity in the scenes. Perhaps the spot 
intended, after this, to be most perfect, may be the 
garden of Alcinous, where the principal ideas are, 
still mbre definitely, order, symmetry, and fruitfulness ; s 
thh beds being duly ranged between rows of vines, 
which, as well as the pear, apple, and fig-trees, bear 
fruit continually, some grapes being yet sour, while 
others arc getting black ; there arc plenty of “ orderly 
square beds of herbs,'' chiefly leeks, and two fountains, xo 
one running through the garden, and one under the 
pavement of the palace, to a reservoir for the citizens. 
Ulysses, pausing to contemplate this scene, is described 
nearly in the same terms as Mercury pausing to con- 
templajg the wilder meadow ; and it is interesting to is 
observe, tliat, in spite of all Homer's love of symmetry, 
the god's admiration is excited by the free fountains, 
wild violets, and wandering vine ; but the mortal's, by 
the vines invqws, the leeks in beds, and the fountains 
in pipes, so 

Ulysses has, however, one touching reason for 
loving vines in rows. His father had given him fi fty 
rows for himself, when he was a boy, with uoWV d^wen 
them (just as it now grows in Italy), Proving his 
identity afterwards to his father, whom he finds at as 
work in his garden, “with thick gloves on, to keep 
his hands from the thorns," he reminds him of these 
fifty rows of vines, and of the “thirteen pear-tree? and 
ten apple-trees " which he had given him : and Laertes 
faints upon his neck, , 30 

When Ulysses first comes in sight of land, which 
gladdens him “as the reviving of a father from his, 
siduiess gladdens his children," it is not merely the 
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si^ht of the Idnd itself which gives him* such pleasure, 
but of the “land and woodJ^ Homer never^ throws 
away any words, at least in such a })lace as this ; and 
what in another poet would have been merely the 
5 filling up of the deficient line with an otherwise Useless 
word, is in him the expression of the general Greek 
sense, that land of any kind was in nowise grateful 
or acceptable till there was wood upon it (or corn ; 
but the corn, in the flats, could not be seen so far as 
lo the black masses of forest on the hillsides), and that, 
as in being rushy and corn-giving, the low land, so in 
being woody, the high land was most grateful to the 
mind of the man who for days and nights had been 
wearied on the engulphing sea. And this general 
15 idea of wood and corn, as the types of the flatness of 
the whole earth, is beautifully marked in another place 
of the Odyssey, where the sailors in a desert island, 
having no flour of corn to offer as a meat oflering 
with their sacrifices, take the leaves of tbe trees, and 
20 scatter them over the burnt oflering instead. 

Now, exactly this same contemplation of subservi- 
ence to human use makes the Greek lake some 
pleasuftTW^f^^r^r, when they assume one particular 
form, but one only — that of a cave. They are evi- 
25 dently quite frightful things to him under any < 5 ther 
condition, and most of all if they are rough and 
jagged ; but if smooth, looking “ sculptured,” like the 
side * of a ship, and forming a cave or shelter for him, 
he begins to think them endurable. Hence, asso^ 
30 ciating the ideas of rich and sheltering wood, sea, 
becalmed and made useful as a port by projecting 
.promontories of rock, and smoothed caves or grottoes 
igi jfce roclw themselves, we get the pleasantest idea 
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whirdi thb Greelc could form of a landscape, next to 
a marsh with poplars in it; not, indeed, if possible, 
ever to be without these last : thus, in commending the 
Cyclops* country as one possessed of every perfection, 
Homer tirst says : “ They have soft marshy meadows 5 
near the sea, and good, rich, crumbling, ploughing- 
land, giving fine deep crops, and vines always giving 
fruit ; then, “ a port so quiet, that they have no need 
of cables in it ; and at the head of the port, a beautiful 
clear spring just under a cave^ and aspen poplars all lo 
rottnd ity 

^ 'I'his, it will be seen, is very nearly Homer*s usual 
“ideal ; ** — we shall see presently how the blundering, 
I^seudo-picturesque, pseudo classical minds of Claude 
and* the Eenaissance landscai)e-paintcrs, wholly miss- 
ing Homer’s practical common sense, and equally 
incapable of feeling the quiet natural grace and sweet- 
ness g^his*asphodel meadows, tender aspen poplars, 
or running \tiies, — fastened on his ports and caves^ 
as the only avdilable features of his scenery; and 20 
appointed the tyj^e of “ classical landscape ’* thence- 
forward to consist in a bay of insij)id sea, and a rock 
with a hole through it. 

8. The Mediaeval Ideal of Landscape. 

As Homer gave us an ideal landscape, which even 
a god might have been pleased to behold, so Dimte 25 
gives us, fortunately, an ideal landscape, which is 
specially intended for the terrestrial paradise. 

This forest, then, is very like that of Colonos in 
several respects — in its peace and sweetness, and , 
number of birds; it differs from it only in letting 30 
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a light bre6ze through it, being therefore ^mewhat 
thinner than the (rreek wood ; the tender lines 
which tell of the voices of the birds mingling with 
the wind, and of the leaves all turning one way 
5 before it, have been more or less copied by every 
poet since Dante's time. They are, so far as I know, 
the sweetest passage of wood description which exists 
in literature. 

Before, however, Dante has gone far in this wood, 
lo — that is to say, only so far as to have lost sight of 
the place where he entered it, or rather, I suppose, 
of the light under the boughs of the outside trees, 
and it must have been a very thin wood indeed if 
he did not do this in some quarter of a mile’s walk, 
15 — he comes to a little river, three paces og,cr, which 
bends the blades of grass to the left, with a meadow 
on the other side of it ; and in this meadow 

“ A lady, giaced with solitude, who weijt 

binging, and setting flower by flowci apart, 

20 By which the path she walked on was besprent.” 

This lady, observe, stands on the opposite side of 
tKe' lilll 8 "’T 5 tream, which, i^resently, she explains to 
Dante is I-«the, having power to cause forgetfulness 
of all evil, and she stands just among the bent blades 
25 of grass at its edge. She is hist seen gathering 
flower from flower, then “passing continually the 
mihtitudinous flowers through her hands,” smiling at 
the same time so brightly, that her first address to 
Dante is to prevent him from wondering at her, say- 
ing, “if he will remember the verse of the ninety- 
second Psalm, beginning, * Delectasti,’ he will know 
why she is to happy.” And turning to the vjerse of 
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this^Psakn, we find it written, “ Thou, » Lord, hast 
made m*S glad through Thy works^ I will triumph 
in the works of Thy hands” 

Now, therefore, we see that Dante, as the great 
prophetic exponent of the heart of the Middle Ages, $ 
has,*by the lips of the spirit of Matilda, declared the 
mediseval faith, — that all perfect active life was “ the 
expression of man’s delight in Gods ivork ; ” and that 
all their political and warlike energy, as fully shown 
in the mortal life of Matilda, was yet inferior and 10 
impure, — the energy of the dream, — compared with 
that which on the opposite bank of Lethe stood 
*** choosing flower from flower.” And what joy and 
peace there were in this work is marked by Matilda’s 
being tljg person who draws Dante through the 15 
stream of T.ethe, so as to make him forget all sin, 
and all sorrow : throwing her arms around him, she 
plunges hip head under the waves of it; then draws 
him tfirough;, crying to him, Hold me, hold me” 
(tiemmi, tiemmi), and so presents him, thus bathed, 20 
free from all painful memory, at the feet of the spirit 
of the more heavenly contemplation. 

. 9. Tpie different appeal of Landscape Scenery to 
the Greeks and to the Medissvals. 

The palace oj{ a Greek leader in early times might, 
have gardens, fields, and farms around it, but iwas 
sure to be near some busy city or sea-port : in later ^5 
times, the city itself became the principal dwelling- 
place, and the country was visited only to see how 
the farm went on, or traversed in a line of march. 

Far other was the life of the mediseval baron, neste^T*^' 
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on his solitary jut of crag ; entering^'into cities only 
dccasionally for some grave political or Vrarnor^s 
purpose, and, for the most part, passing the years of 
his life in lion-like isolation ; the village inhabited by 
S his retainers straggling indeed about the slopes of 
the rocks at his feet, but his own dwelling standing 
gloomily apart, between them and the uncompanion- 
able clouds, commanding from sunset to sunrise, the 
flowing flame of some calm unvoyaged river, and the 
to endless undulation of the untraversable hills. How 
different must the thoughts about nature have been, 
of the noble who lived among the bright marble 
porticos of the Greek groups of temple or palace , — ^ 
in the midst of a plain covered with corn and olives, 
15 and by the shore of a sparkling and freighted sea, — 
from those of the master of some mountain pro- 
montory in the green recesses of Northern Europe, 
watching night by night, from amongst hi? heaps of 
storm-broken stone, rounded into towys, the* light- 
20 ning of the lonely sea flash round the sands of 
Harlech, or the mists changing their shapes for ever, 
among the changeless pines, that fringe the crests of 
f tmehm I 

Nor was it without similar effect on the minds of 
25 men that their joumeyings and pilgrimages became 
more frequent than those of the Greek, the extent of 
ground traversed in the course of tliem larger, and 
thetmode of travel more companionless. To the 
Greek, a voyage to Egypt, or the Hellespont, was the 
30 subject of lasting fame and fable, and the forests of 
the l)anube and the rocks of Sicily closed for him 
the gates of the intelligible world. What parts of 
^Hhat narrow world he crossed were crossed with fleets 
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or armies ; th<^ camp always populous on the plain, 
and tlufc ships drawn in cautious symmetry arouftd 
the shore. But to the mediaeval knight, from Scottish 
moor to Syrian sand, the world was one great exercise 
ground, or field of adventure ; the staunch pacing of 5 
hio charger penetrated the pathlessness of utmost 
forest, and sustained the sultriness of the most secret 
desert. Frequently alone, — or, if accompanied, for the 
most part only by retainers oi lower rank, incapable 
of entering into complete sympathy with any of his 10 
thoughts, he must have been comi)clled often to 
enter into dim companionship with the silent nature 
around him, and must assuredly sometimes have 
talked to the wayside flowers of his love, and to the 
fading clouds of his ambition. ‘ 15 

But, on the other hand, the idea of retirement 
from the world for the sake of self-mortification, of 
combat with demons, or communion with angels, 
and*'<^ith their King, -authoritatively commended as 
it was to all men by the continual practice of Christ 20 
Himself, — gave to all mountain solitude at once a 
sanctity and a terror, in the mediaeval mind, which 
were altogether different from anything 
, possessed in the un-Christian periods. On the one 
side^ there was an idea of sanctity attached to rocky 25 
wilderness, because it had always been among hills 
that the Deity had manifested Himself most inti- 
mately to men, and to the hills that His sainW had 
nearly always retired for meditation, for especial 
communion with Him, and to prepare for death. 30 
Men acquainted with the history of Moses, alone 
at Horeb, or with Israel at Sinai, — of Elijah by the 
brook Cherith, and in the Horeb cave ; of the deatEs^^** 
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of Moses and Aaron on Hor and Nefeo ; of the pre^ 
pzfration of Jephthah’s daughter for her death'among 
the Judxa mountains ; of the continual retirement of 
Christ Himself to the mountains for prayer, His temp- 
S tation in the desert of the Dead Sea, His sernion on 
the hills of Capernaum, TIis transfiguration on Mount 
Hermon, and His evening and morning walks over 
Olivet for the four or five days preceding His cruci- 
fixion, — were not likely to look with irreverent or 
lo unloving eyes upon the blue hills that girded their 
golden horizon, or drew down upon them the mys- 
terious clouds out of the height of the darker heaven. 
But with this impression of their greater sanctity was ' 
involved also that of a peculiar terror. In all this,-*- 
15 their haunting by the memories of prophets, the 
presences of angels, and the everlasting Sioughts 
and words of the Redeemer, — the mountain ranges 
seemed separated from the active world, ,and only 
to be fitly approached by hearts whiclj were* tion- 
20 demnatory of it. Ju.st in so much as it appeared 
necessary for the noblest men to retire to the hill- 
recesses before their missions could be accomplished, 
npirits perfected, in so far did the daily world 
seem by comparison to be pronounced profane and, 
85 dangerous ; and to those who loved that world^rand 
its work, the mountains were thus voiceful with per^ 
petual rebuke, and necessarily contcniplated with a 
kindoof pain and fear, such as a man engrossed by 
vanity feels at being by some accident forced to bear 
30 a startling sermon, or to assist at a funeral service. 
Every association of this kind was deepened by the 
practice and the precept of the time ; and thousands 
*SF hearts, which might otherwise have felt that there 
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was loneliness* in the wild landscape, shrank from it 
in dread, because they knew that the monk retffed 
to it for penance, and the hermit for contemplation. 
The horror which the Greek had felt for hills only 
when^they were uninhabitable and barren, attached s 
itself now to many of the sweetest spots of earth ; 
the feeling was conquered by political interests, but 
never by admiration ; military ambition seized the 
frontier rock, or maintained itself in the unassailable 
pass ; but it was only for their punishment, or in their lo 
despair, that men consented to tread the crocused 
slopes of the Chartreuse, or the soft glades and dewy 
pastures of Vallombrosa. 

10« ThetTwo Chief Exponents of the Modem Senti- 
ment for Nature : Turner and Scott. 

I beli(;ve the first test of a truly great man is his 
hufliflity. J do not mean, by humility, doubt of his 15 
own power, or hesitation in speaking his opinions; 
but a right understanding of the relation between 
what he can do and say, and the rest of the world^s 
sayings and doings. All great men not onry 
their business, but usually know that they know it ; 20 
and* are not only right in their main opinions, but 
they usually know that they are right in them ; only, 
they do not think much of themselves on that account. 
Arnolfo knows he can build a good dome at Florence ; 
Albert Diirer writes calmly to one who had found 25 
fault with his work, “ It cannot be better done ; ” Sir 
Isaac Newton knows that he has worked out a problem 
or two that would have puzzled anybody else ; — only 
they do not expect their fellow-men therefore to faU 

H 
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down and woishlp them ; they have a «urious*under- 
seitee of powerlessness, feeling that the greatness* is 
not in them, but through them ; that they could not 
, do or be anything else than God made them. And 
5 they see something divine and God-made in^ every 
other man they meet, and arc endlessly, foolishly, 
incredibly merciful. 

Now, I find among the men of the present age, as 
far as I know them, this character in Scott and Turner 
lo pre-eminently; I am not sure if it is not in them alone. 
I do not find Scott talking about the dignity of litera- 
ture, nor Turner about the dignity of painting. They 
do their work, feeling that they cannot well help it; 
the story must be told, and the effect put down ; and 
15 if people like it, well and good ; and if not, the world 
j will not be much the worse. * 

Connected with this general humility, is the total 
absence of affectation in these men, — that^is to say, 
of any assumption of manner or behavipur in’tneir 
20 work, in order to attract attention. Not but that 
they are mannerists both. Scott^s verse is strongly 
mannered, and Turner’s oil painting ; but the manner 
Hinsebsitated by the feelings of the men, entirely 
natural to both, never exaggerated for the sake of 
25 show. I hardly know any other literary or pictorial 
work of the day which is not in some degree affected. 

Another very important, though not infallible, test 
of greatness is, as we have often said, the appearance 
of Ease with which the thing is done. It may be 
30 with pante and Leonardo, the finish given to 

tiic work effaces the evidence of ease ; but where the 
ease is manifest, as in Scott, Turner, and Tintoret, 
**^pd the thing done is very noble, it is a strong reason 
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for p\jacing Khc men above those who confessedly 
work ivith great pains. Scott writing his chapter or 
two before breakfast — not retouching ; Turner finish- 
ing R whole drawing in a forenoon before he goes 
out shoot (providing always the chapter and s 
drawing be good), are instantly to be set above men 
who confessedly have spent a day over the work, 
and think the hours well spent if it has been a little 
mended between sunrise and sunset. Indeed, it is 
no use for men to think to appear great by working lo 
fast, dashing, and scrawling ; the thing they do must 
be good and great, cost what time it may; but if^ 
it be so, and they have honestly and unaffectedly 
done it with no effort^ it is probably a greater and 
better thing than the result of the hardest efforts of 15 
others. * 

Then, as touching the kind of work done by these 
two meq, the more I think of it I find this con- 
cliftit>n mo^e impressed upon me, — that the greatest 
thing a human soul ever does in this world is to 20 
see something, and tell what it saiv in a plain 
way. Hundreds of people can talk for one who 
can think, but thousands can think for one wno can" 
see. To sec clearly is poetry, prophecy, and reli- 
gion^ — all in one. ^5 

11. Scott’s Landscape Feeling. 

Observe Scott’s habit of looking at nature— neither 
as dead, or merely material, in the way that Homer 
regards it, nor 'as altered by his own feelings, in the 
way that Keats and Tennyson regard it, but^^ 
having an animation and pathos of its awn, wholly 30 
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irrespective of human presence or ^assion^ — an 
animation which Scott loves and sympathizes?) with, 
as he would with a fellow-creature, forgetting him- 
self altogether, and subduing his own humanity 
S before what seems to him the power of the/ land- 
scape. 

It is an inherent and continual habit of thought, 
which Scott shares with the moderns in general, 
being, in fact, nothing else than the instinctive sense 
lo which men must have of the Divine presence, not 
formed into distinct belief. In the (Ireek it created 
^the faithfully believed gods of the elements; in 
Dante and the niedioevals, it formed the faithfully * 
believed angelic presence : in the modern, it creates 
IS no perfect form, does not apprehend distinjtly any 
Divine being or operation ; but only a dim, slightly 
credited animation in the natural object, accompanied 
with great interest and affection for it. This feeling 
is quite universal with us, only varying in depth 
so according to the greatness of the heart that holds 
it : and in Scott, being more than usually intense, 
and accompanied with infinite affection and quick- 
ness oT sympathy, it enables him to conquer all 
tendencies to the pathetic fallacy, and, instead of 
25 making Nature anywise subordinate to himself^ he 
makes himself subordinate to ^^r-*follows her lead 
simply — does not venture to bring his own cares and 
thoughts into her pure and quiet presence — paints 
her in her simple and universal truth, adding no 
30 result of momentary passion or fancy, and appears, 
therefore, at first shallower than other poets, being 
jjStjeality wider and healthier. “What am I?” he 
says continually, that I should trouble this sincere 
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rfhturp with my thoughts. I happen to be fevSrish 
and depressed, and I could see a great many sad 
and strange things in those waves and flowers ; but 
I have no business to see such things. Gay Greta ! 
3jveet harebells I you are not sad nor strange to most s 
people ; you are but bright water and blue blossoms ; 
you shall not be anything else to me, except that I 
cannot help thinking you arc a little alive, — no one 
can help thinking that.” And thus, as Nature is 
bright, serene, or gloomy, Scott takes her temper, lo 
and paints her as she is; nothing of himself being 
ever intruded, except that far-away /Eolian tone, of 
which he is unconscious; and sometimes a stray 
syllable or two, like that about Blackford Hill, dis- 
tinctly Stating personal feeling, but all the more 15 
modestly for that distinctness, and for the clear con- 
sciousness that it is not the chiming brook, nor the 
coPn 4 iel<fs, that are sad, but only the boy that rests 
by them; so returning on the instant to reflect, in 
all honesty, the iniage of Nature, as she is meant by 20 
all men to be received ; nor that in fine words, but 
in the first that come; nor with comment of laf- 
fetched thoughts, but with easy thoughts, such as 
all ^nsiblc men ought to have in such places, only 
spoken sweetly; and evidently also with an under- 25 
current of more profound reflection, which here and 
there murmurs for a moment, and which, I thiflk, if 
we choose, we may continually pierce down to, and 
drink deeply from, but which Scott leaves us to seek, 
or shun, at our pleasure. 30 

This pure passion for nature in its abstract being, 
is still increased in its intensity by the tw# elethents 
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above taken notice of, — the love of antiquity, a?»d tfle 
love of colour and beautiful form, mortified in our 
streets, and seeking for food in the wilderness and 
the ruin: both feelings, observe, instinctive in, Scott 
5 from his childhood, as everything that makes a man 
great is always. 

** And well the lonely infant knew 
Recesses where the wallflower grew. 

And honeysuckle loved to crawl 
10 Up the low crag and ruin’d wall. 

I deem’d such nooks the sweetest shade 
The sun in all its round survey’d.” 

Not that these could have been instinctive in a 
child in the Middle Ages. The sentimerKs of a 
1$ people increase or diminish in intensity from genera* 
tion to generation, — every disposition of the parents 
affecting the frame of the mind in their offspidtig; 
the soldier^s child is born to be yet more a soldier, 
and the politician’s to be still more a politician ; even 
20 the slightest colours of sentiment and affection are 
'TfSBSmitted to the heirs of life; and the crowning 
expression of the mind of a people is given when 
some infant of highest capacity, and sealed with the 
impress of this national character, is bom where 
25 providential circumstances permit the full develop* 
merit of the powers it has received straight from 
Heaven, and the passions which it has inherited 
from its fathers. 

This love of ancientness, and that of natural beauty, 
3<jags|0ciate themselves also in Scott with the love of 
liberty, which was indeed at the root even of all his 
Jacobite tendencies in politics. For, «putting aside 
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cortaiA predilections about landed property, ^nd 
family name, "and. “gentlemanliness” in the club 
sense of the word, — respecting which I do not now 
inquire whether they were weak or wise, — the main 
element which makes Scott like Cavaliers better than s 
Azritans is, that he thinks the former free and master- 
ful well as loyal j and the latter formal and slavish. 
He is loyal, not so much in respect for law, as in 
unselfish love for the king; and his sympathy is 
quite as ready for any active borderer who breaks lo 
the law, or fights the king, in what Scott thinks a 
generous way, as for the king himself. Rebellion of 
' a rough, free, and bold kind he is always delighted 
by I he only objects to rebellion on principle and in 
form ; Jpare-headed and open-throated treason he will 15 
abet to any extent, but shrinks from it in a peaked 
hat and starched collar : nay, politically, he only de- 
lig^tp in* kingship itself, because he looks upon it as 
the head afid centre of liberty; and thinks that, keep- 
ing hold of a king’s hand, one may get rid of the so 
cramps and fences of law ; and that the people may 
be governed by the whistle, as a Highland clan on 
the open hillside, instead of being shut up into 
hurdled folds or hedged fields, as sheep or cattle left 
masterless. 95 

And thus Nature becomes dear to Scott in a three- 
fold way ; dear to him, first, as containing those re- 
mains or memories of the past, which he cannot find 
in cities, and giving hope of Praetorian mound, or 
knight’s grave, in every green slope and shade of its 3a 
desolate places;— dear, secondly, in its moorland 
liberty, which has for him just as high a cbarw«^«^ 
the fenced ggirden had for the mediaeval 
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“ FAr I was wayward, bold, and ^ild, 

A self will’d imp — a grandame’s child ; 

But, half a plague, and half a jest. 

Was still endured, beloved, caressed. 

For me, thus nurtured, dost thou ask 
The classic poet’s well-conn'd task ? 

Nay, Erskine, nay. On the wdld hill 
Let the wild heathbell flourish still ; 

Cherish the tulip, prune the vine ; 

But freely let the woodbine twine, 

And leave untrimm’d the eglantine : ” 

— and dear to him, finally, in that perfect beauty, 
denied alike in cities and in men, for which every 
modern heart had begun at last to thirst, and Scott's, in ^ 
IS its freshness and power, of all men's, most earnestly. 

11. The Happiness to be Found in Love of Kature. 

All real and wholesome enjoyments possible^ to 
man have been just as possible to him,^ since first 
he was made of the earth, as they are now ; and they 
are possible to him chiefly in peace. To watch the 
JO corn grow, and the blossoms set ; to draw hard breath 
over ploughshare or spade ; to read, to think, to love, 
to hope, to pray, — these are the things that make 
men happy ; they have always had the power of diing 
these, they never will have power to do more. The 
dS world's prosperity or adversity depends upon our 
kno\#lng and teaching these few things: but upon 
iron, or glass, or electricity, or steam, in nowise. 

And I am Utopian and enthusiastic enough to 
believe, that the time will come when the world will 
30 discover this. It has now made its experiments in 
every possible direction but the right one : and it 
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segns Ahat it %ciust, at last, try the right one, in a 
mathematical necessity. It has tried fighting, and 
preaching, and fasting, buying and selling, pomp and 
parsimony, pride and humiliation, — every possible 
mannor of existence in which it could conjecture s 
thfere was any happiness or dignity: and all the 
while, as it bought, sold, and fought, and fasted, and 
wearied itself with policies, and ambitions, and self- 
denials, Clod had placed its real happiness in the 
keeping of the little mosses of the wayside, and of lo 
the clouds of the firmament. Now and then a 
wearied king, or a tormented slave, found out where 
*^the true kingdoms of the vrorld were, and possessed 
himself, in a furrow or two of garden ground, of a 
truly infinite dominion. But the world would not 15 
believe their report, and went on trampling down the 
mosses, and forgetting the clouds, and seeking hap- 
piijpss ir> its own way,^until, at last, blundering and 
late, cameiiiatural science; and in -natural science 
not only the observation of things, but the finding 20 
out of new uses for them. Of course the world, 
having a choice left to it, went wrong as usual, and 
thought that these mere material uses were to be the 
sources of its happiness. It got the clouds packed 
intef iron cylinders, and made them carry its wise 25 
self at their own cloud pace. It got weavable fibres 
out of the mosses, and made clothes for itself, cheap 
and fine, — here was happiness at last. To go a? fast 
as the clouds, and manufacture everything out of 
anything, — here was paradise, indeed ! 

And now, when, in a little while, it is unparadised 
again, if there were any other mistake that the w^ld 
could make, it would of course make it. But I see 
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iKjt that thcte is any other; an*!, standing foirlji at 
its wit’s end, having found that going fast, wAen it is 
used to it, is no mere paradisiacal than going slow; 
and that all the prints and cottons in Manchester 
cannot make it comfortable in its mind, I dfi verily 
believe it will come, finally, to understand that (iod 
paints the douds and shapes the moss-fibres, that 
men may be happy in seeing Him at His work, and 
that in resting quietly beside Him, and watching His 
working, and— according to t’le power He has com- 
municated to ourselves, and the guidance He grants, 
— in carrying out His purposes of peace and I'hariljj^ 
among all His creatures, arc the only real happinesses 
that ever were, or will be, possible to mankind. 
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From “ Modern PainteAs,” Vol. IV. 

OF MOUNTAIN BEAUTY. 

1. Calais Tower; the Higher Picturesque. 

The essence of picturesque character has been 
already defined to be a sublimity not inherent in 
the nature of the thing, but caused by something 
^external to it ; as the ruggedness of a cottage roof 
possesses something of a mountain aspect, not belong- s 
ing to the cottage as such. And this sublimity may 
be eithA* in mere external ruggedness, and other 
visible character, or it may he deeper, in an expres- 
sion of sorrow and old age, attributes which are both 
suWkne ;* not a dominant expression, but one mingled lo 
with such fSmiliar and common characters as prevent 
the object from becoming perfectly pathetic in its 
sorrow, or perfectly venerable in its age. 

For instance, I cannot find words to express the 
intense pleasure I have always in first finding myself, 15 
aftqj: some prolonged stay in England, at the foot of 
the old tower of Calais church. The large neglect, 
the noble unsightliness of it ; the record of its years 
written so visibly, yet without sign of weakness or 
decay ; its stern wasteness and gloom, eaten away by ao 
the Channel winds, and overgrowi;i with the bitter 
sea grasses ; its slates and tiles all shaken and rent, 
and yet not falling; its desert of brickwork full of 
bolts, and holes, and ugly fissures, and yet stiii>ng, 
like a bare brown rock ; its carelessness of what any ^5 
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one thinks 6r feels about it, pulling forth nb claim, 
having no beauty nor desiiableness, pride, nor grace; 
yet neither asking for pity ; not, as ruins are, useless 
and piteous, feebly or fondly garrulous of better days ; 

5 but useful still, going through its own daily work, — 
as some old fisherman beaten grey by storm, yet 
drawing his daily nets: so it stands, with no com- 
plaint about its past youth, in blanched and meagre 
massiveness and serviceableness, gathering human 
lo souls together underneath it ; the sound of its bells 
for prayer still rolling through its rents; and the 
grey peak of it seen far across the sea, principaL 
of the three that rise above the waste of surfy 
sand and hillockcd shore, — the lighthouse for life, 
!«; and the belfry for labour, and this for patience and 
praise. 

I cannot tell the half of the strange pleasures and 
thoughts that come about me at the sight o! that^ld 
tower ; for, m some sort, it is the epitomft of all that 
20 makes the Continent of Europe interesting, as op- 
posed to new countries ; and, above all, it completely 
expresses that agedness in the midst of active life 
which binds the old and the new into harmony. 
We, in England, have our new street, our new jnn, 
25 our green shaven lawn, and our piece of ruin emer- 
gent from it, — a mere specimen of the Middle Ages put 
on a bit of velvet carpet to be shown, which, but for 
its size, might as well be on a museum shelf at once, 
under cover. But, on the Continent, the links are 
^ unbroken between the past and present, and, in such 
use as they can serve for, the grey-headed wrecks are 
sufiired to stay with men ; while, in unbroken line, 
the generations of spared buildings are seen succeeding 
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each in ^its plaie. And thus in its largeness, in its 
pcrmittt)d evidence of slow decline, in its poverty, tn 
its absence of all pretence, of all^ show and care for 
outside aspect, that Calais tower has an infinite of 
symboli^sm in it, all the more striking because usually 5 
seefti in contrast with English scenes expressive of 
feelings the exact reverse of these. 

And I am sorry to say that the opposition is most 
distinct in that noble carelessness as to what people 
think of it. Once, on coming from the Continent, 13 
almost the first inscription I saw in my native English 
was this : 

«i 

To Let, a Genteel House, up this road.*’ 

And it struck me forcibly, for I had not come across 
the idea^of gentility, among the upper limestones of 15 
the Alps, for seven months ; nor do I think that the 
Continentol nations in general /lave the idea. They 
woJlrf have advertised a “pretty” house, ora “large” 
one, or a “ convenient ” one ; but they could not, by 
any use of the terms afforded by their several Ian- ao 
guages, have got at the English “genteel” Consider, 
a little, all the meanness that there is in that epithet, 
and then see, when next you cross the Channel, how 
scornful of it that Calais spire will look. 


2. The Lower Picturesane. 

In a certain sense, the lower picturesque ideal is 25 
eminently a heartless one : the lover of it seems to go 
forth into the world in a temper as merciless as its 
rocks. All other men feel some regret at the sight 
of disorder and ruin. He alone delights in both^ it 
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matters not pf what/ Fallen cottage^r-desolate villa 
-'deserted village — ^blasted heath— moulderii^ cSstle 
— ^to him, so that they do but show jagged angles 
of stone and timber, all are sights equally joyful 
S Poverty, and darkness, and guilt, bring in their 
several contributions to his treasury of pleasant 
thoughts. The shattered window, opening into black 
and ghastly rents of wall, the foul rag or straw wisp 
stopping them, the dangerous roof, decrepit floor and 
10 stair, ragged misery, or wasting oge of the inhabitants, 
— all these conduce, each in due measure, to the 
fulness of his satisfaction 

Yet, for all this, I do not say the lover of the lowe» 
picturesque is a monster in human form. 

IS Through all his enjoyment there runs a certain 
undercurrent of tragical passion, — a real vein of 
human sympathy ; —it lies at the root of all those 
strange morbid hauntings of his ; a sad excitement, 
such as other people feel at a tragedy, only IcsS* in 
20 degree, just enough, indeed, to give a de*eper tone to 
his pleasure, and to make him choose for his subject 
the broken stones of a cottage wall rather than of 
a roadside bank, the picturesque beauty of form 
in each being supposed precisely the same; and* 
ss together with this slight tragical feeling, thei^ is 
also a humble and romantic sympathy; a vague 
desire, in his own mind, to live in cottages rather 
tha9 in palaces ; a joy in humble things, a content- 
ment and deUght in makeshifts, a secret persuasion 
30 (in many respects a true one) that there is in these 
ruined cottages a happiness often quite as great as 
'in kings’ palaces, and a virtue and nearness to God 
' * infinitely greater and holier than can commonly be 
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found in any oyier kind of placS ; so th^t the misery 
in which he exults fs not, as he sees it, misery, but 
nobleness, — “poor and sick in body, and beloved 
by the Gods.” And thus, beiiig nowise sure that 
these things can be mended at all, and very sure 5 
th^t he'knows not how to mend them, and also that 
the strange pleasure he feels in them mus/ have some 
good reason in the nature of things, he yields to his 
destiny, enjoys his dark canal without scruple, and 
mourns over every improvement in the town, and 10 
every movement made by its sanitary commissioners, 
as a miser would over a planned robbery of his 
rhest ; in all this being not only innocent, but even 
respectable and admirable, compared with the kind 
of person who has pleasure in sights of this kind, 15 
but onlf in fair facades, trim gardens, and park 
palings, and who would thrust all poverty and misery 
out of his way, collecting it into back alleys, or 
sweeping ^’it finally out of the world, so that the 
street migh? give wider play for his chariot-wheels, 20 
and the breeze less offence to his nobility. 

3. The Skirts of the Alps. 

Eyen among our own hills of Scotland and Cum- 
berland, though often too barren to be perfectly 
beautiful, and always too low to be perfectly sublime, 
it is strange how many deep sources of delighUare 25 
gathered into the compass of their glens and vales ; 
and how, down to the most secret cluster of their 
fa^away flowers, and the idlest leap of their straying 
streamlets, the whole heart of Nature seems thirst 
ing to give, and still to give, shedding forth l^er 30 
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everlasting ^jeneficence with a piofiwion so ^patient, 
s<y passionate, that our utmost observance an^ thank- 
fulness arc but, at last, neglect of her nobleness^ and 
apathy to her love. But among the true mountains 
S of the greater orders the Divine purpose of appeal 
at once to all the faculties of the human spirit be- 
comes still more manifest. Inferior hills ordinarily 
interrupt, in some degree, the richness of the valleys 
at their feet ; the grey downs of southern England, 
10 and treeless coteaux of centra^ France, and grey 
swells of Scottish moor, whatever peculiar chatm 
they may possess in themselves, are at least desti- 
tute of those which belong to the woods and fields 
of the lowlands. But the great mountains lift the 
IS lowlands ^on their sides. Let the reader imagine, 
first, the appearance of the most varied plaiiT of some 
richly cultivated country; let him imagine it dark 
with graceful woods, and soft with deepest ^pastures; 
let him fill the space of it, to the utm^ost h(Jlri!bn, 
20 with innumerable and changeful incidents of scenery 
and life; leading pleasant streamlets through its 
meadows, strewing clusters of cottages beside their 
banks, tracing sweet footpaths through its avenues, 
and animating its fields with happy flocks, and slow 
as wandering spots of cattle ; and when he has wearied 
himself with endless imagining, and left no space 
without some loveliness of its own, let him conceive 
all 4his great plain, with its infinite treasures of 
natural beauty and happy human life, gathered up 
30 in God’s hands from one edge pf the horizon to the 
other, like a woven garm^ent; and shaken into deep 
falling folds, as the r^es droop from a king’s 
shdblders ; all its bright rivers leaping into cataracts 
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along tjie hollows of its fall, and all its* forests rear- 
ing'^th^selves aslant against its slopes, as a rifler 
rears himself back when his hogic plunges ; and all 
its villages nestling themselves into the new windings 
of its glens; and all its pastures thrown into steep 5 
W2>ves of greensward, dashed with dew along the 
edges of their folds, and sweeping down into endless 
slopes, with a cloud here and there lyihg quietly, 
half on the grass, half in the air ; and he will have 
as yet, in all this lifted world, only the foundation lo 
of one of the great Alps. And whatever is lovely in 
the lowland scenery becomes lovelier in this change : 
iie trees which grew heavily and stifily from the 
level line of plain assume strange curves of strength 
and grace as they bend themselves against the moun- 15 
tain side* they breathe more freely, and toss their 
branches more carelessly as each climbs higher, 
looking t9 the clear light above the topmost leaves 
of ?ts^brotli|r tree: the flowers which on the arable 
plain fell before the plough, now find out for them- ao 
selves unapproachable places, where year by year 
they gather into happier fellowship, and fear no 
evil ; and the streams which in the level land crept 
in dark eddies by unwholesome banks, now move 
in showers of silver, and are clothed with rainbows, 25 
and bring health and life wherever the glance of 
their waves can reach. 

^4u Lowland Scenery of Switzerland. 

I believe that it is not good for man to live 
among what is most beautiful that he is a crea- 
ture incapable of satisfaction by anything upon 30 
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earth ; and that to allow him habitiuiilly to j)o^ess, 
in any kind whatsoever, the utmost that eairth can 
give, is the surest ^ay to cast him into lassitude or 
discontent, 

«; If the most exquisite orchestral music cpuld be 
continued without a pause for a series of years, And 
children were brought up and educated in the room 
in which it was perpetually resounding, I believe 
their enjoyment of music, or understanding of it, 
lo would be very small. And an accurately parallel 
effect seems to be produced upon the powers of 
contemplation, by the redundant and ceaseless love- 
liness of the high mountain districts. The faculties 
are paralyzed by the abundance, and cease, as we 
1$ before noticed of the imagination, to be capable of 
excitement, except by other subjects of interest than 
those which present themselves to the eye. So that 
it is, in reality, better for mankind that ^the forms 
of their common landscape should offer no violent 
20 stimulus to the emotions, — that the gentle upland, 
browned by the bending furrows of the plough, and 
the fresh sweep of the chalk down, and the narrow 
winding of the copse-clad dingle, should be more 
frequent scenes of human life than the Arcadias 
25 of cloud-capped mountain or luxuriant vale f and 
that, while humbler (though always infinite) sources 
of interest are given to each of us around the homes 
toHrhich we are restrained for the greater part of 
our lives, these mightier and stranger glories should 
3^ become the objects of adventure, —at once the cyno- 
sures of the fancies of childhood, and themes of the 
ha^py memory, and the winter’s tale of age. 

Nor is it always that the inferiority is felt. For, 
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SO natural is it to Jbe human heart toP»fix itself ^in 
hope raither than in present possession, and so subtle 
is the charm which the imagination casts over what 
is distant or denied, that there is often a more touch- 
ing power in the scenes which contain far-away s 
promise of something greater than themselves, than 
in those which exhaust the treasures and powers of 
Nature in an unconquerable and excellent glory, 
leaving nothing more to be by the fancy pictured, 
or pursued. 

I do not know that there is a district in the world 
more calculated to illustrate this power of the ex- 
pectant imagination, than that which surrounds the 
city of Fribourg in Switzerland, extending from it 
towards fernc. It is of grey sandstone, considerably 15 
elevated, but presenting no object of striking interest 
to the passing traveller: so that, as it is generally 
seqp in the course of a hasty journey from the 
Bernese Alps to those of Savoy, it is rarely regarded 
with any other sensation than that of weariness, all 20 
the more painful because accompanied with reaction 
from the high excitement caused by tlie splendour 
of the Bernese Oberland. The traveller, footsore, 
feverish, and satiated with glacier and precipice, lies 
baclf in the corner of the diligence, perceiving little 35 
more than that the road is winding and hilly, and 
the country through which it passes, cultivated and 
tame. Let him, however, only do this tame couBtiy 
the justice of staying in it a few days, until his mind 
has recovered its tone, and take one or two long 30 
walks through its fields, and he will have other 
thoughts of it. It is, as I said, an undulating disjpet 
of grey sandstone, never attaining any considerable 
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height, but having enough of the mountain Spirit to 
throw itself into continual succession of bolfi slope 
and dale; elevated^, also, just far enough above the 
sea to render the pine a frequent forest tree along 
5 its irregular ridges. Through this elevated tr^jict the 
river cuts its way in a ravine some five or six hundi-ed 
feet in depth, which winds for leagues between the 
gentle hills, unthought of, until its edge is approached ; 
and then suddenly, through the boughs of the firs, 
to the eye perceives, beneath, the green and gliding 
stream, and the broad walls of sandstone cliff that 
form its banks; hollowed out where the river leans 
against them, at its turns, into perilous overhanging; 
and, on the other shore, at the same spots, leaving 
15 little breadths of meadow between them and the 
water, half overgrown with thicket, deserted in their 
sweetness, inaccessible from above, and rarely visited 
by any curious wanderers along the hardly traceable 
footpath which struggles for existence Jjeneafh the 
20 rocks. And there the river ripples, and eddies, and 
murmurs in an utter solitude. It is passing through 
the midst of a thickly peopled country; but never 
was a stream so lonely. The feeblest and most far- 
away torrent among the high hills has its companions : 
25 the goats browse beside it ; and the traveller drinks 
from it, and passes over it with his staff; and the 
peasant traces a new channel for it down to his mill- 
wtfbel. But this stream has no companions : it flows 
on in an infinite seclusion, not secret nor threatening, 
3Q bi^ a quietness of sweet daylight and open air-— a 
W&d space of tender and deep desolateness, drooped 
1n^ repose out of the midst of human labour and 
life; the waves plashing lowly, with none to hear 
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the^ip ; .and th^ wild birds building im the bou^s, 
with n^ne to fray them away ; and the soft, fragrant 
herbs rising, and breathing, and jading, with no hand « 
to gather them ; — and yet all bright and bare to the 
clouds* above, and to the fresh fall of the passing s 
si&shine and pure rain. ^ 

But above the brows of those scarped cliffs, all is 
in an instant changed. A few steps only beyond the 
firs that stretch their branches, angular, and wild, 
and white, like forks of lightning, into the air of the 10 
ravine, and we are in an arable country of the most 
perfect richness ; the swathes of its corn glowing and 
Burning from field to field; its pretty hamlets all 
vivid with fruitful orchards and flowery gardens, and 
goodly yith steep-roofed storehouse and barn ; its is 
well-kept, hard, park-like roads rising and falling 
from hillside to hillside, or disappearing among 
br^wn banks of moss, and thickets of the wild 
raspberry %nd rose; or gleaming through lines of 
tall trees, half glade, half avenue, where the gate ao 
opens, or the gateless path turns trustedly aside, 
unhindered, into the garden of some statelier house, 
surrounded in rural pride with its golden hives, and 
carved granaries, and irregular domain of latticed 
and* espaliered cottages, gladdening to look upon 25 
in their delicate homeliness — delicate, yet, in some 
sort, rude ; not like our English homes — trim, 
laborious, formal, irreproachable in comfort ;^but 
with a peculiar carelessness and largeness in all 
their detail, harmonizing with the outlawed loveii-, 30 
ness of their country. For there is an untamed 
strength even in all that soft and habitable jgjcid. 

It is, indeed, gilded with com and fragrant with 
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deep grass, Ivit it is not subdued toe the plpugh or 
to\he scythe. It gives at its own free will , — if seems 
to have nothing wrf sted from it nor conquered in 
it. It is not redeemed from desertness, but un- 
5 ifestrained in fruitfulness, — a, generous land,, bright 
with capricious plenty, and laughing from vale •to 
vale in fitful fulness, kind and wild. Nor this with- 
out some sterner element mingled in the heart of 
it. For along all its ridges stand the dark masses 
lo of innumerable pines, taking no part in its gladness, 
asserting themselves for ever as fixed shadows, not 
to be pierced or banished, even in the intensest sun- 
light ; fallen flakes and fragments of the night, stayed 
in their solemn squares in the midst of all the rosy 
IS bendings of the orchard boughs, and yellow effulgence 
of the harvest, and tiacing themselves in black net- 
work and motionless fringes against the blanched 
blue of the horizon in its saintly clearness. , And ^et 
they do not sadden the landscape, but sqpm to'have 
20 been set there chiefly to show how bright everything 
else is round them ; and all the clouds look of purer 
silver, and all the air seems filled with a whiter and 
more living sunshine, where they are pierced by the 
sable points of the pines ; and all the pastures look 
2S of more glowing green, where they run up between 
the purple trunks; and the sweet field footpaths 
skirt the edges of the forest for the sake of its shade, 
slojJing up and down about the slippery roots, and 
losing themselves every now and then hopelessly 
30 among the violets, and ground ivy, and brown 
sheddings of the fibrous leaves ; and, at last, plung- 
ingjinto some open aisle where the light, through 
the distant stems, shows that there is a chance of 
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coming out again on the other lide ; an^ coming out, 
ind&d^ in a little While, from the scented darkness, 
into the dazzling air and marvellous landscape, that 
stretches still farther and farther in new wilfulnesses 
of grovf and garden, until at last the craggy mountains 5 
oi^the Simmenthal rise out of it, sharp into the rolling 
of the southern clouds. 

I believe, for general development of human intelli- 
gence and sensibility, country of this kind is about the 
most perfect that exists. A richer landscape, as that lo 
of Italy, enervates, or causes wantonness ; a poorer con- 
tracts the conceptions, and hardens the temperament 
ef both mind and body ; and one more curiously or 
prominently beautiful deadens the senBe of beauty. 
Even what is here of attractiveness, — far exceeding, 15 
as it dcSes, that of most of the thickly-peopled dis- 
tricts of the temperate zone, — seems to act harmfully 
on the pj^etical character of the Swiss; but take its 
inTiahitantb^ all in all, as with deep love and stern 
penetration they are painted in the works of their 20 
principal writer, Gotthelf, and I believe we shall 
not easily find a peasantry which would completely 
sustain comparison with them. 

5. The Matterhorn. 

Every geologist who speaks of this mountain 
seems to be struck by the wonderfulness of itsisalm 25 
sculpture — the absence of all aspect of convulsion, 
and yet the stern chiselling of so vast a mass into 
its precipitous isolation, leaving no ruin nor d^ris 
near it. ** What an overturn of all ancient ideas in 
Geology,” says Professor Forbes, “to find a piAacle 30 
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of 15,000 fe<^ high [a\)ove the sea] ^larp as pyra- 
mifi, and with perpendicular precipices of thousands 
of feet on every hatjd, to be a representative of the 
older chalk formation ; and what a difficulty to con- 
5 ceivc the nature of a convulsion (even wijh un- 
limited power), which could produce a configuration 
like the Mont Cervin rising from the glacier of 
Zmutt ! ” 

I am afraid my dislike to the nomenclatures in- 
10 vented by the (ierman philosophers has been un- 
reasonably, though involuntarily, complicated with 
that which, crossing out of Italy, one necessarilf 
feels for those invented by the German peasantry. 
As travellers now every day more frequently visit the 
IS neighbourhood of the Monte Rosa, it woufd surely 
be a permissible, because convenient, poetical license, 
to invent some other name for this nobl^ glacier, 
whose present title, certainly not cuphoniqus, has tlic 
additional disadvantage of being easily confounded 
sao with that of the Zermatt glacier, properly so called. 
I mean myself, henceforward, to call it the Red 
glacier, because, for two or three miles above its 
lower extremity, the whole surface of it is covered 
with blocks of reddish gneiss, or other slaty crystaliine 
as rocks, some fallen from the Cervin, some from the 
Weisshorn, some brought from the Stockje and Dent 
d’Erni, but little rolled or ground down in the transit, 
And covering the ice, often four or five feet deep, 
with a species of macadamization on a large scale 
30 (each stone being usually some foot or foot and a half 
in diameter), anything but convenient to a traveller 
in haste. Higher up, the ice opens into broad white 
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fields furi^ws, hard and dry, scauccly fissured 
at all, except just under the Cervin, and forming a 
silent and solemn causeway, paved, as it seems, with 
white marble from side to side; broad enough for 
the majch of an army in line of battle, but quiet as 5 
a Street of tombs in a buried city, and bordered on 
each hand by ghostly cliffs of that faint granite purple 
which seems, in its far-away height, as unsubstantial 
as the dark blue that bounds it ; — the whole scene so 
changeless and soundless ; so removed, not merely 10 
from the presence of men, but even from their 
thoughts ; so destitute of all life of tree or herb, and 
sd immeasurable in its lonely brightness of majestic 
death, that it looks like a world from which not only 
the humi^i, but the spiritual, presences had perished, is 
and the last of its archangels, building the great 
mountains for their monuments, had laid themselves 
do^n in tlie sunlight to an eternal rest, each in his 
white shroui 

And our surprise will still be increased as we farther ao 
examine the materials of which the whole mountain 
is composed. In many places its crystalline slates, 
where their horizontal surfaces are exposed along the 
proj^ting beds of their foundations, break into ruin 
so total that the foot dashes through their loose red as 
flakes as through heaps of autumn leaves ; and yet, 
just where their structure seems most delicate, just 
where they seem to have been swept before the eddies 
of the streams that first ^<||fumulated them, in the 
most passive whirls, there the after-ages have knit 30 
them into the most massive strength, and there l^ftve 
hewn out of them those firm grey bastions of the 
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Cervin, — overhanging,^ smooth, flawldl 5 s, uncpn(yier- 
ab!e! For, unlike the Chamouni aiguilles, ^ere is 
no aspect of destruc/ion about the Matterhorn cliffs. 
They are not torn remnants of separating spires, 
5 yielding flake by flake, and band by band,, to the 
continual process of decay. They are, on the edn- 
trary, an unaltered monument, seemingly sculptured 
long ago, the huge walls retaining yet the forms into 
which they were first engraven, and standing like an 
10 Egyptian temple, —delicate- fronted, softly- coloured, 
the suns of uncounted ages rising and falling upon it 
continually, but still casting the same line of shadows 
from east to west, still, century after century, touchirl^ 
the same purple stains on the lotus pillars ; while the 
IS desert sand ebbs and flows about their feet^ as those 
autumn leaves of rock lie heaped and weak about the 
base of the Cervin. 

Is not this a strange type, in the very heart and 
height of these mysterious Alps — these tinkled hills 
20 in their snowy, cold, grey-haired old age, at first so 
silent, then, as we keep quiet at their feet, muttering 
and whispering to us garrulously, in broken and 
dreaming fits, as it were, about their childhood — is it 
not a strange type of the things which “ out of weak- 
25 ness are made strong ” ? If one of those little flaktes of 
mica-sand, hurried in tremulous spangling along the 
bottom of the ancient river, too light to sink, too 
fai!ft to float, almost too small for sight, could have 
had a mind given to it as it was at last borne down 
30 with its kindred dust into the abysses of the stream, 
atid laid, (would it not have thought ?) for a hopeless 
(^ipity, in the dark ooze, the most despised, for- 
gotten, and feeble of all earth's atoms ; incapable of 
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anyjusQ or chaftge ; not fit, down there ki the diluvial 
darkness, so much as to help an earth-wasp to build 
its nest, or feed the first fibre# of a lichen; — what 
would it have thought, had it been told that one day, 
knitted into a strength as of imperishable iron, rust- s 
leSs by the air, infusible by the flame, out of the 
substance of it, with its fellows, the axe of Clod should 
hew that Alpine tower; that against it — poor, help- 
less mica flake ! — the wild north winds should rage 
in vain; beneath it — low-fallen mica flake! — the lo 
snowy hills should lie bowed like flocks of sheep, 
and the kingdoms of the earth fade away in unre- 
^rded blue ; and around it — weak, wave-drifted mica 
flake! — the great war of the Armament should burst 
in thunc^gr, and yet stir it not ; and the fiery arrows 15 
and angry meteors of the night fall blunted back 
from it into the air; and all the stars in the clear 
h^ven should light, one by one as they rose, new 
cressets uiJi>n the points of snow that fringed its 
abiding-place on the impcrisliable spire ? >20 

6. Mountain Sculpture : a Parable from Nature. 

But what, then, has given rise to a*' >ose coiled 
pluifgings of the crest hither and thither, yet with 
such strange unity of motion ? 

Yes. There is the cloud. How the top of the 
hill was first shaped so as to let the currents of v®er 35 
act upon it in so varied a way we know not, but I 
think that the appearance of interior force of eleva- 
tion is for the most part deceptive. The series of 
beds would be found, if examined in section, ^ery 
uniform in their arrangement, only a little harder in 30 
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onf place, and more delicate in anotRer. A strjjam 
receives a slight impulse this way or that, at the top 
of the hill, but increases in energy and sweep as it 
descends, gathering into itself others from its sides, 
5 and uniting their power with its own. A sing?e knot 
of quartz occurring in a flake of slate at the cr&t 
of the ridge may alter the entire destinies of the 
mountain form. It may turn the little rivulet of 
water to the right or left, arc! that little turn will 
lo be to the future direction of the gathering stream 
what the touch of a finger on the barrel of a rifle 
would be to the direction of the bullet. Each suc- 
ceeding year increases the importance of every 
determined form, and arranges in masses yet more 
15 and more harmonious, the promontories sl^aped by 
the sweeping of the eternal waterfalls. 

The importance of the results thus obtained by 
the slightest change of direction in tfce infant 
streamlets, furnishes an interesting t)ipc of the 
20 formation of human characters by habit. Every 
one of those notable ravines and crags is the ex- 
pression, not of any sudden violence done to the 
mountain, but of its little habits^ persisted in con- 
tinually. It was created with one ruling instinct; 
25 but its destiny depended, nevertheless, for effective 
result, on the direction of the small and all but in- 
visible tricklings of water, in which the first shower 
of rain found its way down its sides. The feeblest, 
most insensible oozings of the drops of dew among 
30 its dust were in reality arbiters of its eternal form ; 
commissioned, with a touch more tender than that 
of sb child’s finger, — as silent and slight as the fall 
of a half-checked tear on a maiden’s cheek, — ^to fix 
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for ev^r the f#rms of peak and precipjce, and hew 
those Jeagues of lifted granite into the shapes that 
were to divide the earth and i^s kingdoms. Once 
the little stone evaded, — once the dim furrow traced, 

— and^the peak was for ever invested with its ma- s 
jeSty, the ravine for ever doomed to its degradation. 
Thenceforward, day by day, the subtle habit gained 
in power; the evaded stone was left with wider 
basement ; the chosen furrow deepened with swifter- 
sliding wave; repentance and arrest were alike im- 
possible, and hour after hour saw written in larger 
and rockier characters upon the sky, the history of 
the choice that had bci*n .directed by a drop of 
rain, and of the balance that had been turned by 
a grain of sand. *5 

7, Mountain Gloom : the Peasantry of the 
High Alps. 

I do not know any district possessing a more pure 
or uninterrupted fulness of mountain character (and 
that of the highest order), or which appears to have 
been less disturbed by foreign agencies, than that 
which borders the course of the Trient between ao 
Vatorsine and Martigny. The paths which lead to it 
out of the valley of the Rhone, rising at first in steep 
circles among the walnut trees, like winding stairs 
among the pillars of a Gothic tower, retire overthe 
shoulders of the hills into a valley almost unknown, 35 
but thickly inhabited by an industrious and patient 
population. Along the ridges of the rocks, smoothed 
by old glaciers into long, dark, billowy swelUngs, 
like the backs of plunging dolphins, the peasant 
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watches the «low colouring of the tufts of mpss and 
roots of herb which, little by little, gather feeble 
soil over the iron substance; then, supporting the 
narrow strip of clinging ground with a few stones, 
5 he subdues it to the spade; and in a ycar,pr two 
a little crest of corn is seen waving upon the rodky 
casque. The irregular meadows run in and out like^ 
inlets of lake among these harvested rocks, sweel 
with perpetual streamlets, that seem always to haye 
lo chosen the steepest places to come down, for the 
sake of the leaps, scattering their handfuls of crystal 
this way and that, as the wind takes them, with all 
the grace, but with none of the formalism of fountainif ; 
dividing into fanciful change of dash and spring, yet 
15 with the seal of their granite channels upon^thenj, as 
the lightest play of human speech may bear the seal 
of past toil, and closing back out of their spray to 
lave the rigid angles, and brighten with silver fringes 
and glassy films each lower and lower ^ep of sable 
20 stone; until at last, gathered altogether again, — ex- 
cept, perhaps, some chance drops caught on the 
apple-blossom, where it has budded a little nearer 
the cascade than it did last spring, — they find their 
way down to the turf, and lose themselves in that 
25 silently; with quiet depth of clear water furrowing 
among the grass blades, and looking only like their 
shadow, but presently emerging again in little startled 
guSh^and laughing hurries, as if they had remem- 
bedHpddenly that the day was too short for them 
30 to gofaown the hill. 

Green field, and glowing rock, and glancing 
stre^let, all slope together in the sunshine towards 
the brows of ravines, where the pines take up their 
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own dominion# of saddened sliade ; and with ever- 
lasting^ roar in the* twilight, the stronger torrents 
thunder down, pale from the ^glaciers, filling all 
their chasms with enchanted cold, beating them- 
selves ^o pieces against the great rocks that they s 
htfve themselves cast down, and forcing fierce way 
beneath their ghastly poise. 

The mountain paths stoop to these glens in forky 
zigzags, leading to some grey and narrow arch, all 
fringed under its shuddering curve with the ferns lo 
that fear the light ; a cross of rough-hewn pine, iron- 
bound to its parapet, standing dark against the lurid 
fary of the foam. Far up the glen, as we pause be- 
side the cross, the sky is seen thiough the openings 
in the pines, thin with excess of light ; and, in its ^5 
clear, consuming flame of white space, the summits 
of the rocky mountains are gathered into solemn 
gowns ajjd circlets, all flushed in that strange, faint 
silence of jjossession by the sunshine which has in 
it so deep a melancholy ; full of power, yet as frail as 20 
shadows : lifeless, like the walls of a sepulchre, yet 
beautiful in tender fall of crimson folds, like the veil 
of some sea spirit, that lives and dies as the foam* 
flashes ; fixed on a perpetual throne, stern against all 
strength, lifted above all sorrow, and yet effaced and as 
melted utterly into the air by that last sunbeam that 
has crossed to them from between the two golden 
clouds. 

High above all sorrow : yes ; but not unwitnessing 
to it. The traveller on his happy journey, as his foot 30 ' 
springs from the deep turf and strikes the pebbles gaily 
over the edge of the mountain road, secs with a glance 
of delight the clusters of nut-brown cottages that nestle 
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among tlios^ sloping brcharcjs, and glf»w beneath the 
bdughs of the pines* Here it irihy well scem*lo tiim, 
^ if there be sometimes hardship, there must be 'at 
least innocence and peace, and fellowship of the 
5 human soul with nature. It is not so. The wild 
goats that leap along those ro(‘ks have as much 
passion of joy in all that fair work of (iod as the 
men that toil among them. Perhaps more. Enter 
the street of one of those villages, and you will fijid 
10 it foul with that gloomy foulness that is suffered only 
by torpor, or by anguish of soul. Here, it is torpor — 
not absolute suffering — not starvation or disease, but 
darkness of calm enduring ; the spring known only 
as the time of the scythe, and the autumn as the 
15 time of the sickle, and the sun only as a warmth, 
the wind as a chill, and the mountains as ^a danger. 
They do not understand so much as the name of 
beauty, or of knowledge. They understand dimly 
that of virtue. Love, patience, hospitality, faitHf^ 
20 these things they know. To glean their meadows 
side by side, so happier ; to bear the burden up the 
breathless mountain flank, unniurmuringly 3 to bid 
^the stranger drink from their vessel of milk; to see 
at the foot of their low deathbeds a pale figure 
25 upon a cross, dying also, patiently ; — in this they are 
different from the cattle and from the stones, but in 
all this unrewarded as far as concerns the present 
fTffe For them, there is neither hope nor passion 
of spirit; for them neither advance nor exultation. 
30 Black bread, rude roof, dark night, laborious day, 
weary arm at sunset ; and life ebbs away. No books^ 
no thoughts, no attainments, no rest ; except only 
sometimes a little sitting in the sun under the church 
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wall) as the bill tolls thin an& far in ^hc mountain 
air f a spattering of* a few prayers, not understood, 
by the altar rails of the dimly ^Ided chapel, and so 
back to the sombre home, with the cloud upon them 
still unbroken — that cloud of rocky gloom, born out $ 
ofr the wild torrents and ruinous stones, and un- 
lightened, even in their religion, except by the vague 
promise of some better thing unknown, mingled with 
threatening, and obscured by an unspeakable horror, 

— a smoke, as it were, of martyrdom, coiling up with 10 
the incense, and, amidst the images of tortured bodies 
and lamenting spirits in hurtling flames, the very 
cross, for them, dashed more deeply than for others, 
with gouts of blood. 

Do not let this be thought a darkened picture of 15 
the life df these mountaineers. It is literal fact. No 
contrast can be more painful than that between the 
dwelling of any well-conducted English cottager, and 
tTJ&t of the equally honest Savoyard. The one, set 
in the midst of its dull flat fields and uninteresting 90 
hedgerows, shows in itself the love of brightness and 
beauty; its daisy-studded garden-beds, its smoothly 
swept brick path Jo the threshold, its freshly sanded* 
floor and orderly shelves of household furniture, all 
testily to energy of heart, and happiness in the simple 25 
course and simple possessions of daily life. The 
other cottage, in the midst of an inconceivable, inex- 
pressible beauty, set on some sloping bank of goUeff 
sward, with dear fountains flowing beside it, and 
wild flowers, and noble trees, and goodly rocks 30 
gathered round into a perfection as of Paradise, is 
itself a dark and plague-like shiin in the midst of the 
gentle landscape. Within a certain distance dt* its 
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threshold the grouncf is foul and cattle-lrq^mpled ; 
its timbers are black with smoke, its garden ^choked 
with weeds and naiyieless refuse, its chambers empty 
and joyless, the light and wind gleaming and filtering 
5 through the crannies of their stones. All testifies 
that to its inhabitant the world is labour and vanity ; 
that for him neither flowers bloom, nor birds sing, 
nor fountains glisten ; and that his soul hardly differs 
from the grey cloud that coils and dies upon his 
10 hills, except in having no fold of it touched by the 
sunbeams. 

Is it not strange to reflect, that hardly an evening 
passes in London or Paris, but one of those cottages 
is painted for the better amusement of the fair and 
IS idle, and shaded with pasteboard pines by the scene- 
shifter; and that good and kind people, — poetically- 
minded, — delight themselves in imagining the happy 
life led by peasants who dwell by Alpine, fountains, 
and kneel to crosses upon peaks of rock that nigtitly 
20 we lay down our gold, to fashion forth simulacra of 
peasants, in gay ribands and white bodices, singing 
sweet songs, and bowing gracefully to the picturesque 
crosses ; and all the while the veritable peasants are 
kneeling, songlessly, to veritable crosses, in another 
25 temper than the kind and fair audiences deem of, 
and assuredly with another kind of answer than is 
^^ot out of the opera catastrophe ; an answer having 
reierence, it may be in dim futurity, to those very 
audiences themselves ? If all the gold that has gone 
30 to paint the simulacra of the cottages, and to put 
new songs in the mouths of the simulacra of the 
peasants, had gone to brighten the existent cottages, 
and to put new songs in the mouths of the existent 
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pcas2yits, it ^ight in the end, perhaffs, have tinned 
out ^jefter so, not only for the peasant, but for even 
the audience. For that form «f the False Ideal has* 
also its correspondent True Ideal, — consisting not in 
the n^ked beauty of statues, nor in the gauze flowers 5 
2nd crackling tinsel of theatres, but in the clothed 
and fed beauty of living men, and in the lights and 
laughs of happy homes. Night after night, the desire 
of such an ideal springs ui) in every idle human heart ; 
and night after night, as far as idleness can, we work 10 
out this desire in costly lies. We paint the faded 
actress, build the lath landscape, feed our benevolence 
Vitli fallacies of felicity, and satisfy our righteousness 
with poetry of justice. The time will come when, as 
the heap^-folded curtain falls upon our own stage of 15 
life, we shall begin to comprehend that the justice we 
loved was intended to have been done in fact, and 
in i^oetry, and the felicity we sympathized in, to 
have beenjjestowcd and not feigned. We talk much 
of money\s worth, yet perhaps may one day be sur- 20 
prised to find that what the wise and charitable 
European public gave to one night’s rehearsal of 
hypocrisy, — ^to one hour’s pleasant warbling of Linda 
or Lucia, — would have filled a whole Alpine valley 
with liappiness, and poured the waves of harvest over 25 
the famine of many a Lammermoor. 

8. Mountain Glory : the Death of Moses. 

For forty years Moses had not been alone. The 
care and burden of all the people, the weight of their 
woe, and guilt, and death, had been upon hin^ con- 
tinually. The multitude had been laid upon him as 30 
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if Ijp had conceived them ; their tears*' had bepn his 
meat, night and day, until he had felt as if G()d l&ad 
withdrawn His favour from him, and he had prayed 
that he might be slain, and not see his wretchedness. 

5 And now, at last, the command came, Get tjiee up 
into this mountain.’’ The weary hands that had bee*h 
so long stayed up against the enemies of Israel, might 
lean again upon the shepherd’s staff, and fold them- 
selves for the shepherd’s pray r — for the shepherd’s 
10 slumber. Not strange to his feet, though forty years 
unknown, the roughness of the bare mountain-path, 
as he climbed from ledge to ledge of Abarim; not 
strange to his aged eyes the scattered clusters of the 
mountain herbage, and the broken shadows of the 
jcs cliffs, indented far across the silence of uninhabited 
ravines; scenes such as those among which, with 
none, as now, beside him but God, he had led his 
flocks so often ; and which he had left, how painfullyj, 
taking upon him the appointed power, to yiak^ of tn^e 
20 fenced city a wilderness, and to fill the desert with 
songs of deliverance. It was not to embitter the last 
hours of his life that God restored to him, for a day, 
the beloved solitudes he had lost ; and breathed the 
peace of the perpetual hills around him, and cast the 
25 world in which he had laboured and sinned fartbe- 
neath his feet, in that mist ot dying blue ; — ^all sin, 
jj^wandering, soon to be forgotten for ever; the 
Dead Sea— a type of God’s anger understood by him, 
of all men, most clearly, who had seen the earth open 
30 her mouth, and the sea bis depth, to overwhelm the 
companies of thoSe who contended with his Master- 
laid jyaveless beneath him ; and beyond it, the fair 
hills of Judah, and the soft plains and banki^ of 
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Jordan, purple in the evening light as«with the Ijlood 
of re^^emption, and fading in their distant fulness into 
mysteries of promise and of love. There, with his* 
unabated strength, his undimpied glaiice, lying down 
upon^the utmost rocks, with angels waiting near to 5 
tsontend for the spoils of his spirit, he put off his 
earthly armour. We do deep reverence to his com- 
panion prophet, for whom the chariot of fire came 
down from heaven; but was his death less noble, 
whom his Lord himself buried in the vales of Moab, lo 
keeping, in the secrets of the eternal counsels, the 
knowledge of a sepulchre, from which he was to be 
Vailed, in the fulness of time, to talk with that Lord, 
upon Hermon, of the death that lie sliould accom- 
plish at^ Jerusalem ? is 
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From “Modern Painters,” Vol. V. 

OF LEAF JiEAUTY. 

1. The Earth Veil. 

“To dress it and to keep it.” 

That, then, was to be our worV. Alas ! what work 
have we set ourselves upon instead ! How have wc 
ravaged the garden instead of kept it — feeding our 
5 war-horses with its flowers, and splintering its trees 
into spear-shafts ! ‘ 

“And at the East a flaming sword.” 

Is its flame quenchless ? and are those gates that 
keep the way indeed passable no more ? or is it not 
xo rather that wc no more desire to enter? For what 
can we conceive of that first Eden which wc mighjr, 
not yet win back, if we chose? It was Replace full 
of flowers, we say. Well : the flowers are always 
striving to grow wherever we suffer them; and the 
IS fairer, the closer. There may, indeed, have been a 
Fall of Flowers, as a Fall of Man ; but assuredly 
creatures such as we are can now fancy nothing 
lovelier than roses and lilies, which would gi*ow for 
us side by side, leaf overlapping leaf, till the Earth 
^q^jggsjvhite and red with them, if we cared to have it 
And Paradise was full of pleasant shades and 
fruitful avenues. Well : what hinders us from cover- 
ing as much of the world as we like with pleasant 
shade, and pure blossom, and goodly fruit? Who 
2$ fojfbidg its valleys to be covered over with com till 
V laugh and sing? Who prevents its dark forests, 
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ghostly and uijjinhabitable, fro#n being charfged into 
infinite orchards, wreathing the hills witfi frail-florefted 
snow, Ifar away to the half-lighted horizon of April, 
and flushing the face of all the ^autumnal earth with 
glow of clustered food? But Paradise was a place 5 
o^ pea?e, wc say, and all the animals were gentle 
servants to us. Well: the w’orld would yet be a 
place; of peace if we were all peacemakers, and gentle 
service should we have of its creatures if we gave 
them gentle mastery. But so long as we make sport lo 
of slaying bird and beast, so long as we choose to 
contend rather with our fellows than with our faults, 
and make battlefield of our meadows instead of 
pasture — so long, truly, the i^laming Sword will still 
turn every way, and the gates of Eden reniain barred 15 
close enough, till we have sheathed the sharper flame 
of our own passions, and broken down the closer 
crates of our own hearts. 


2. The Pine. 

Of the many marked adaptations of nature to the 
mind of man, it seems one of the most singular, that 20 
trees intended especially for the adornment of the 
wilcjpst mountains should be, in broad outline, the 
most formal of trees. The vine, which is to be the 
companion of man, is wa5nvardly docile in its growth, 
falling into festoons beside his cornfields, or roofi«q^ *2^ 
his garden-walks, or casting its shadow all summer 
upon his door. Associated always with the trimness 
of cultivation, it introduces all possible elements of 
sweet wildness. The pine, placed nearly always 
among scenes disordered and desolate, bring^into 30 
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them all^posgible eleifcents of order f and precision. 
Lowland trees may lean to this side and that, thofigh 
it is but a meadow breeze that bends them, or a 
bank of cow&lii)s from which their trunks lean aslope. 

5 But let storm and avalanche do their worst, and let 
the pine find only a ledge of vertical precipice to 
cling to, it will nevertheless grow straight. Thrust a 
rod from its last shoot down the stem ; — it shall point 
to the centre of the earth as long as the tree lives, 
lo Also it may be well for lowland branches to reach 
hither and thither for what they need, and to Uke all 
kinds of irregular shape and extension. But the pine 
is trained to need nothing, and to endure everything. 
It is resolvedly whole, self-contained, desiring noth- 
is ing but rightness, content with restricted completion. 
Tall or short, it will be straight. Small or^ large, it 
will be round. It may be permitted also to these 
soft lowland trees that they should make t^pmselv^ 
gay with show of blossom, and glad ^ith pretty 
^o charities of fruitfulness. We builders with the sword 
have harder work to do for man, and must do it in 
close-set troops. To stay the sliding of the mountain 
snows, which would bury him; to hold in divided 
drops, at our sword-points, the rain which would 
25 sweep away him and his treasure-fields ; to nur$« in 
shade among our brown fallen leaves the tricklings 
that feed the brooks in drought; to give massive 
"slBHd against the winter wind, which shrieks through 
the bare branches of the plain: — such service must 
30 we do him steadfastly while we live. Our bodies, 
also, are at his service: softer than the bodies of 
^toi^trees, though our toil is harder than theirs, 
/Ipr mhft take them as pleases him, for his houses and 
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ships. ^ So als® it may be weft for the>e timid low- 
land tjees to tremble with all their leaves, or turn 
their paleness to the sky, if but j, rush of rain passes * 
by them ; or to let fall their leaves at last, sick and 
sere. But we pines must live carelessly amidst the s 
wfalh of clouds. We only wave our branches to and 
fro when the storm pleads with us, as men toss their 
jirms in a dream. 

And finally, these weak lowland trees may struggle 
fondly for the last remnants of life, and send up lo 
feeble sp,plings again from their roots when they arc 
cut down. But we builders with the sword perish 
bbldly ; our dying shall be perfect and solemn, as 
our warring : we give up our lives without reluctance, 
and for ever. 15 

I said long ago, even of Turner: “Into the spirit 
of the pine he cannot enter.” He understood the 
glacier at once; he had seen the force ox sea on 
shore too often to miss the action of those crystal 
crested waves. But the pine was strange to him, 20 
adverse to his delight in broad and flowing line ; he 
refused its magnificent erectness. Magnificent! — 
nay, sometimes, almost terrible. Other trees, tufting 
crag or hill, yield to the form and sway of the ground, 
clothe it with soft compliance, are partly its subjects, 25 
partly its flatterers, partly its comforters. But the 
pine rises in serene resistance, self-contained; nor 
can I ever without awe stay long under a great Alpifle" 
cliff, far from all house or work of men, looking up 
to its companies of pines, as they stand on the inac- 30 
cessible juts and perilous ledges of the enormous wall, 
in quiet multitudes, each like the shadow of the one 
beside it^upright, fixed, spectral, as troops of gtiosts 
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standing 'on ^he walls^’of Hades, noU knowing each 
otHfer — dumb for ever. You Cannot reach Ihtm, 
cannot cry to them those trees never heard Iiuman 
voice ; they are far above all sound but of the winds. 

5 No foot ever stirred fallen leaf of theirs. All comfort- 
less they stand, between the two e^Wtie$^f the 
Vacancy and the Rock : yet with bUcfSmro will, that 
the rock itself looks bent and shattered l)eside them 
— ^fragile, weak, inconsistent, compared to their dark 
lo energy of delicate life, and monotony of enchanted 
pride : — unnumbered, unconcjuerable. 

Yet I have been more struck by their character of 
finished delicacy at a distance from the central Alps, 
among the pastoral hills of the Emmenthal, or lowland 
districts of Berne, where they are set in groups between 
the cottages, whose shingle roofs (they also^of pine) 
of deep gray blue, and lightly carved fronts, golden 
and orange in the autumn sunshine, gleain on the 
banks and lawns of hillside, — endless lawn^, mounded, 
20 and studded, and bossed all over with deeper green 
hay-heaps, orderly set, like* jewellery (the mountain 
hay, when the pastures are full of springs, being 
strangely dark and fresh in verdure for a whole day 
after it is cut). And amidst this delicate delight of 
25 cottage and field, the young pines stand delicatejt of 
all, scented as with frankincense, their slender stems 
straight as arrows, and crystal white, looking as if 
Tftfiy would break with a touch like needles ; and their 
arabesques of dark leaf pierced through and through^' 
30 by the pale radiance of clear sky, opal blue, where 
they follow each other along the soft hill-ridges, up 
and down. 

Tlui Swiss have certainly no feelings respecting 
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their mouniains anywise correspondent Jo otlrs. It 
was Ather as fortresses of defence, than as spcrtacl& 
of splendour, that the cliffs of the Kothstock bare 
rule over the destinies of those who dwell at their 
feet ; and the training for which the mountain children s 
ha(^ to tRank the slopes of the Muotta-thal, was in 
soundness of breath, and steadiness of limb, far more 
than in elevation of idea. It was not from their 
lakes, nor their cliffs, nor their glaciers — though these 
were all peculiarly their possession, that the three to 
venerable cantons or states received their name. 
They were not called the States of the Rock, nor the 
States of the Lake, but the States of the Forest And 
the one of the three which contains the most touching 
record of the spiritual power of Swiss religion, in the 15 
name of Ae convent of the “Hill of Angels,” has, 
for its own, none but the sweet childish name of 
“ Under thf Woods.” 

itnd indeed you may pass under them if, leaving 
the most sacred spot in Swiss history, the Meadow of 20 
the Three Fountains, you bid the boatman row south- 
ward a little way by the shore of the Bay of Uri. 
Steepest there on its western side, the walls of its rocks 
ascend to heaven. JFar in the blue of evening, like a 
great cathedral pavement, lies the lake in its darkness ; 25 
and you may hear the whisper of innumerable falling 
waters return from the hollows of the cliff, like the 
voices of a multitude praying under their breath.'" ' 
From time to time the beat of a wave, slow lifted, 
where the rocks lean over the black depth, dies heavily 30 
as the last note of a requiem. Opposite, green with 
steep grass, and set with chalet villages, the Frohnalp 
rises in one solemn glow of pastoral light and peace \ 
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and above, figainst tlte clouds of twiMght, ghostly on 
life gray precipice, stand, mytiad by myrjad,* the 
shadowy armies of ^he Unterwalden pine. 

I have' seen that it is possible for the stranger to 
5 pass through this great chapel, with its font of waters, 
and mountain pillars, and vaults of cloud, with&ut 
being touched by one noble thought, or stirred by 
any sacfed passion ; but for those who received from 
its waves the baptism of their youth, and learned 
lo beneath its rocks the fidelity of their manhood, and 
watched amidst its clouds the likeness of the dream 
of life, with the eyes of age — for these I will not 
believe that the mountain shrine was built, or the 
calm of its forest-shadows guarded by their God, in 
1$ vain. 


3. Mosses. 

Lichen, and mosses (though these last in tfieir 
luxuriance are deep and rich as herbage, yet both 
for the most part humblest of the green things that 
live), — how of these? Meek creatures I the first 
20 mercy of the earth, veiling with hushed softness its 
dintless rocks ; creatures full of jpity, covering with 
strange and tender honour the scarred disgrsice of 
ruin,-*— laying quiet finger on the trembling stones, to 
teach them rest. No words, that I know of, will say 
’Sy^hat these mosses are. None are delicate enough, 
none perfect enough, none rich enough. How ii 
one to tell of the rounded bosses of furred and beam- 
ing green, — the starred divisions of rubied bloom, 
fine-filmed, as if the Rock Spirits could spin porphyry 
30 as do glass,— the traceries of intricate silver, and 
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fringes amber, lustrous, aA)orescen(^ burnished 
througl^ every fibre ilito fitful brightness and glosSy 
traverses of silken change, yet al^ subdued and pen- 
sive, and framed for simplest, sweetest offices of 
grace ? Jl’hey will not be gathered, like the flowers, s 
for chaplet or love-token ; but of these the wild bird 
will make its nest, and the wearied child his pillow. 

And, as the earth's first mercy, so they are its last 
gift to us. When all other service is vain, from plant 
and tree, the soft mosses and gray lichen take up lo 
their watch by the head-stone. The woods, the 
blossoms, the gift-bearing grasses, have done their 
pdl-ts for a time, but these do service for ever. Trees 
for the builder's yard, flowers for the bride's chamber, 
corn for the granary, moss for the grave. *5 

Yet as in one sense the humblest, in another they 
are the most honoured of the earth-children. Un- 
fading, as^inolionless, the worm frets them not, and 
the autumn* wastes not. Strong in lowliness, they 
neither blanch in heat nor pine in frost. To them, 30 
slow-fingered, constant-hearted, is entrusted the 
weaving of the dark, eternal tapestries of the hills; 
to them, slow-pencilled, iris-dyed, the tender framing 
of their endless imagery. Sharing the stillness of 
the mnimpassioned rock, they share also its endur- 25 
ance; and while the winds of departing spring 
scatter the white hawthorn blossom like drifted 
snow, and summer dims on the parched meado«C'' 
the drooping of its cowslip-gold, — far above, among 
the^ mountains, the silver lichen-spots rest, star-like, 30 
on the stone ; and the gathering orange stain upon 
the edge of yonder western peak reflects the Sunsets 
of a thousand years, * 
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4. The Leaf Monuments. 

We men, sometimes, in what we presume to be 
humility, compare ourselves with leaves ; but we 
have as yet no right to do so. The leaves^may well 
scorn the comparison. We, who live for ourselves, 
5 and neither know how to use nor keep the work of 
past time, may humbly learn, — as from the ant, fore- 
sight, — from the leaf, reverence. The power of every 
great people*, as of every living tree, depends on 
its not effacing, but confirming and concluding, the 
lo labours of its ancestors. Looking back to the history 
of nations, we may date the beginning of their decline 
from the moment when they ceased to be reverent in 
heart, and accumulative in hand and brainy from the 
moment when the redundant fruit of age hid in them 
15 the hollowness of heart, whence the simplicities of 
custom and sinews of tradition had withered away. 
Had men but guarded the righteous Ij^ws, and pro- 
tected the precious works of their fathers, with half 
the industry they liave given to change and to ravage, 
20 they would not now have been seeking vainly, in 
millennial visions and mechanic servitudes, the accom- 
plishment of the promise made to them so long ago : 
“As the days of a tree are the days of my ptoplc, 
and mine elect shall long enjoy the work of their 
25 hands ; they shall not labour in vain, nor bring forth 
"tbr trouble ; for they are the seed of the blessed of 
the Lord, and their offspring with them,’' 

This lesson we have to take from the leafs life. 
One more we may receive from its death. If ever, in 
3^ autumn, a pensivencss falls upon us as the leaves 
driff by in their fading, may we not wisely look up in 
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hope to their ii&ighty monumeiits ? Behold liow fair, 
hoi;^ far prolonged, fh arch and aisle, the avenue# of 
the valleys; the fringes of the hills! So stately, — 
so eternal ; the joy of man, the comfort of all living 
creatures, the glory of the earth, — they are but the s 
nlbnuments of those poor leaves that flit faintly past 
us to die. Let them not pass, without our under- 
standing their last counsel and example : that we also, 
careless of monument by the grave, may build it in 
the world — monument by which men may be taught lo 
to remember, not where we died, but where we lived. 


THE INFLUENCE OF RELIGION ON ART. 

5. The Faith of the Greeks. 

The ruling purpose of Greek poetry is the assertion 
oj victory, by heroism, over fate, sin, and death. The 
terror of th^se great enemies is dwelt upon chiefly by 
the tragedians ; the victory over them, by Homer. is 

Down to its uttermost depth, to its most appalling 
physical detail, they strive to sound the secrets of 
sorrow. For them there is no passing by on the other 
«id6t DO turning away the eyes to vanity from pain. 
Literally, they have not “lifted up their souls unto 20 
vanity.*' Whether there be consolation for them or not, 
neither apathy nor blindness shall be their saviour ; 
if, for them, thus knowing the facts of the grief of 
earth, any iiope, relief, or triumph may hereafter seem 
possible, — well; but if not, still hopeless, reliefless, 25 
eternal, the sorrow shall be met face to face. ^ This 
Hector, so righteous, so merciful, so brave, has, 
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neverthdess, to looki upon his newest brother in 
mlserablcsl death. His own soul passes away in 
hopeless sobs through the throat-wound of the ftrrecian 
spear. That is one aspect of things in this world, a 
5 fair world truly, but having, among its other aspects, 
this one, highly ambiguous. 

Meeting it boldly as they may, gazing right into 
the skeleton face of it, the ambiguity remains ; nay, 
in some sort gairts upon them. “We trusted in the 
lo gods ; — we thought that wisdom and courage would 
save us. Our wisdom and courage themselves deceive 
us to our death. Athena had the aspect of Dciphobus 
— terror of the enemy. She has not terrified him, 
but left us, in our mortal need. 

IS “ AndT^eyond that mortality, what hope have we? 
Nothing is clear to us on that horizon, not comfort- 
ing. Funeral honours ; perhaps also rest ; perhaps a 
shadowy life— artless, joyless, loveless No devices 
in that darkness of the grave, nor daring, ^nor deligtit. 
so Neither marrying nor giving in marriage, nor casting 
of spears, nor rolling of chariots, nor voice of fame, 
Lapped in pale Elysian mist, chilling the forgetful 
heart and feeble frame, shall we waste on for ever? 
Can the dust of earth claim, more of immortality than 
2 $ this ? Or shall we have even so much as rest ? (May 
we, indeed, lie down again in the dust : or have not 
our sins hidden from us even the things that belong to 
that peace ? May not chance and the whirl of passion 
govern us there; when there shall be no thought, 
30 nor work, nor wisdom, nor breathing of the soul ? 

“Be it so. With no better reward, no brighter 
hope, we will be men while we may : men, jusf^ and 
strorl^, and fearless, and up to our power, perfect. 
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Athena herself our wisdom iind our strength, may 
bettay’us Phoebus, our sun, smite us with plague, 
or hidfe his face from us helpless ; — Jove and all ihe,^ 
powers of fate 0}:)prcss us, or give us up to destruc- 
tion. While we live, we will hold fast our integrity ; s 
no wealt tears shall blind us, no untimely tremors 
abate our strength of arm nor swiftness of limb. I'he 
gods have given us at least this glorious body and 
this righteous conscience ; these will we keep bright 
and pure to the end. So may we fall to misery, but to 
not to baseness ; so may we sink to sleep, but not to 
shame.” 

• And herein was conquest. So defied, the betraying 
and accusing shadows shrank back; the mysterious 
horror subdued itself to majestic sorrow. Death was 15 
swallowefl up in victory. Their blood, which seemed 
to be poured out upon the ground, rose into hya- 
cinlhine flowers. All the beauty of earth opened to 
tHfem ; thej^had ploughed into its darkness, and they 
reaped its gold ; the gods, in whom they had trusted 20 
through all semblance of oppression, came down to 
love them and be their helpmates. All nature round 
them became divine, — one harmony of power and 
peace. The sun hurt them not by day, nor the moon 
by jjight; the earth opened no more her jaws into 25 
the pit : the sea whitened no more against them the 
teeth of his devouring waves. Sun, and moon, and 
earth, and sea, — all melted into grace and love ; the 
fatal arrows rang not now at the shoulders of Apollo, 
the healer; lord of life, and of the three great spirits 30 
of life-^-Care, Memory, and Melody. Great Artemis 
guarded their flocks by night ; Selene kissed in love 
the eyes of those who slept. And from all came the 

* h 
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help of Tiea^n to b<Jdy and soul ; e strange spirit 
lifting the lovely limbs; strange' light glowing* on*lhe 
* golden hair ; and stningest comfort filling the trustful 
heart, so that they could put olT their armour, and he 
5 down to sleep,— their work well done, whether at the 
gates of their temples or of their mountains ; accepting 
the death they once thought terrible, as the gift of 
Him who knew and granted what was best. 

6. The Character of the Venetians. 

All the nobleness, as well as the faults, of the 
lo Greek art were dependent on its making the most -of 
this present life. It might do so in tlie Anacreontic 
temper — ‘‘What have I to do with the Pleiads?" 
or in the defiant or the trustful endurance of fate ; — 
but its dominion was in this woild 
15 Florentine art was essentially Chrisliap, ascetic, 
expectant of a belter world, and antagonistic, there- 
fore, to the (ireek temper. So that the Greek clement, 
once forced upon it, destroyed it. There was absolute 
incompatibility between them. Florentine art, also, 
20 could not produce landscape. It despised the rock, 
the tree, the vital air itself, aspiring to breathe em- 
pyreal air. 

Venetian art began with the same aim and under 
^ the same restrictions. Both are healthy in the youth 
25 of art Heavenly aim and severe law for boyhood ; 
earthly work and fair freedom for manhood. 

The Venetians began, I repeat, with asceticism; 
always, however, delighting in more massive and 
deeg colour than other religious painters. They are 
3D especially fond of &iaSnts who ha!ve been cardinals, 
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berause of their red liats, anePthey sunj)urn'all their 
hermits into splendid lusset brown. 

They differed from the Pisai^s in having no Ma-*- 
remnia between them and the sea ; from the Romans, 
in continually quarrelling with the Pope ; and from 5 
tfie Florentines in having no gardens. 

'J'hey had another kind of garden, deep furroTved, 
with blossom in white wreaths —fruitless. Perpetual 
May therein, and singing of wild, nestlcss birds. 
And they had no Marcmma to separate them from lo 
this garden of theirs. The destiny of Pisa was 
changed, in all probability, by the ten miles of 
ntarsh-land and poisonou.s air between it and the 
beach. The (icnocsc energy was feverish; too 
much heat reflected from their torrid Ap^nnine. 15 
But the 'Venetian had hi.s free horizon, his salt breeze, 
and sandy Lido-shore; .sloped far and flat, — ridged 
soinetiniq^ under the I'ramontanc winds with half a 
mile's brca^lth of rollers; — sea and sand shrivelled 
up together in one yellow careering field of fall and ao 
roar. 

They were, also, we said, always quarrelling with 
the Pope. Their religious liberty came, like their 
bodily health, from that wave-training ; for it is one 
notaiile effect of a life passed on shipboard to as 
destroy weak beliefs in appointed forms of religion, 

A sailor may be grossly superstitious, but his super- 
stitions will be connected with amulets and omens, 
not cast in systems. He must accustom himself, 
if he prays at all, to pray anywhere and anyhow. 30 
Candlesticks and incense not being portable into 
the maintop, he perceives those decorations to be, 
on the whole, inessential to a maintop mass. Sails 
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must be set cabled bent, be it n«ver so strict a 
saint*s day, and it is found that" no harm comeS of 
Alt. Absolution on ^ lee-shore must be had of the 
breakers, it appears, if at all, and they give it plenary 
S and brief, without listening to confession. 

Whereupon our religious opinions become vagilfe, 
but our religious confidences strong ; and the end of 
it all is that we perceive the Pope to be on the other 
side of the Apennines, and able, indeed, to sell in- 
10 dulgences, but not winds, for any money. Whereas, 
God and the sea are with us, and we must even trust 
them both, and take what they shall send. 

7.^ Veronese's Family, painted by Himself. 

He wishes to represent them as happy and flonoured. 
The best happiness and highest honour he can imagine 
15 for them is that they should be presented ip the Ma- 
donna, to whom, therefore, they are being; brought t>y 
the three virtues — Faith, Hope, and Charity, 

The Virgin stands in a recess behind two marble 
shafts, such as may be seen in any house belonging 
80 to an old family in Venice. She places the boy 
Christ on the edge of a balustrade before her. At 
her side are St. John the Baptist and St Jeijpme. 
This group occupies the left side of the picture, Tl^e 
pillars, seen sideways, divide it from the group formed 
85 by the Virtues, with the wife and children of Veronese. 
He himself stands a little behind, his hands cla$p6d 
in prayer. 

His wife kneels full in front, a strong Venetian 
woi^^n, well advanced in years. She has brought 
Up her children in fear of God, and is not afraid to 
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them her proud hdad and gentle, self-possessed iace 
are relieved in one broad mas% of shadow against a* 
space of light, formed by the white robes of Faith, 
who stands beside her,— guardian, and companion. $ 
l^erhaps a^'somewhat disappointing Faith at the first 
sight, for her face is not in any special way exalted or 
refined. Veronese knew that Faith had to companion 
simple and slow-hearted people, perhaps oftener than 
able or refined people — does not therefore insist on lo 
her being severely intellectual, or looking as if she 
were always in the best company. So she is only 
distinguished by her pure white (not bright white) 
dress, her delicate hand, her golden hair drifted in 
light ripnles across her breast, from which the white 15 
robes fall nearly in the shape of a shield — the shield 
of Faith. A little behind her stands Hope ; she also, 
at first, pot to most people a recognisable Hope. 

usually paint Hope as young, and joyous. 
•Veronese knows better. That young hope is vain so 
hope — ^passing away in rain of tears ; but the Hope 
of Veronese is aged, assured, remaining when all 
else has been taken away. “For tribulation worketh 
patience, and patience experience, and experience 
hope ; ” and tAat hope maketh not ashamed. 

She has a black veil on her head. 

Then again, in the front, is Charity, red^robed; 
stout in the arms,— a servant of all work, she; but 
small-headed, not being specially given to thinking ; 
soft-^ed, her hair braided brightly ; her lips rich red, 30 
sweet-blossoming. She has got some work to do 
even now, for a nephew of Veronese's is doubtful 
about coming forward, and looks very humbly and 
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penitently towards thcl Virgin — his IWe perha^is not 
having been quite so exemplary* as might at grc&nt 
^ be wished. Faith ^reaches her small white hand 
lightly back to him, lays the tips of her fingers on 
S his ; but Charity takes firm hold of him by the wrist 
from behind, and will push him on presently, if Be 
still hangs back. 

In front of the mother kneel her two eldest chil- 
dren, a girl of about sixteen, and a boy a year or two 
lo younger. They are both rapt in adoration — the boy's 
being the deepest. Nearer us, at their left side, is 
a younger boy, about nine years old— a black-eyed 
fellow, full of life -and evidently his father's darliilg 
(for Veronese has put him full in light in the front ; 
15 and given him a beautiful white silken jacket, barred 
with black, that nobody may ever miss seeing him 
to the end of time). He is a little shy about being 
presented to the Madonna, and for the present has 
got behind the pillar, blushing, but opening his black 
20 eyes wide; he is just summoning courage to peep 
round, and see if she looks kind. A still younger 
child, about six years old, is really frightened, and 
has run back to his mother, catching hold of her 
dress at the waist. She throws her right arm round 
as liiin and over him, with exquisite instinctive action, 
not moving her eyes from the Madonna's face. Last 
of all, the youngest child, perhaps about three years 
old, is neither frightened nor interested, but finds the 
ceremony tedious, and is trying to coax the dog to 
30 play with him ; but the dog, which is one of the 
little curly, short-nosed, fringy-pawed things, which 
all Venetian ladies petted, will not now be coaxed. 
For tlic dog is the last link in the chain of lowering 
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feeling, and taigas his doggish vgews of the maM;er. fie 
caifnof understand, first, how the Madonna gotintoithe 
hodse* nor, secondly, why she is allowed to stay, dis- 
turbing the family, and taking afl their attention from* 
his dogship. And he is walking away, much offended. 5 

Throughout the rest of Italy, piety had become 
abstract, and opposed theoretically to worldly life ; 
hence the Florentine and Umbrian painters generally 
separated their saints from living men. Th(;y delighted 
in imagining scenes of spiritual perfectness; — Para- 10 
discs, and companies of the redeemed at the judg- 
ment ; — glorified meetings of martyrs; — madonnas 
surrounded by circles of angels. If, which was rare, 
definite portraitures of living men were introduced, 
these r&il characters formed a kind of chorus or 15 
attendant company, taking no iiart in the action. At 
Venice all this was reversed, and so boldly as at first 
fo shock, ^ with its seeming irreverence, a spectator 
accustomed to the formalities and abstractions of the 
so-called sacred schools. The madonnas are no more 20 
seated apart on their thrones, the saints no more 
breathe celestial air. They are on our own plain 
ground — nay, here in our houses with us. All kind 
of ^worldly business going on in their presence, fear- 
lessly; our own friends and respected acquaintances, as 
with all their mortal faults, and in their mortal flesh, 
looking at them face to face unalarmed: nay, our 
dearest children playing with their pet dogs at Christ's 
very feel;. 

I once myself thought this irreverent. How 30 
foolishly! As if children whom He loved could 
play anywhere else. 



168 


THE kUSKlN READER 


8, ache Fall^of Venetian ifrt 

In all its roots of power, and modes of work* ;-i^in 
*ts belief, its breadtli, and its judgment, I find the 
Venetian mind perfect. 

How, then, did its art so swiftly pass away ? Hoifr 
5 become, what it became unquestionably, one of the 
chief causes of the corruption of the mind of Italy, and 
of her subsequent decline in moral and political power? 

By reason of one great, one 'atal fault ; — reckless- 
ness in aim. Wholly noble in its sources, it was 
10 wholly unworthy in its purposes. 

Separate and strong, like Samson, chosen from 
its youth, and with the Spirit of Clod visibly resting 
on it, — like him, it warred in careless strength, and 
wantoned in untimely plca.sure. No Venetiarf paintet 
IS ever worked with any aim beyond that of delighting 
the eye, or expressing fancies agreeable to himself or 
flattering to his nation. They could not be either,^ 
unless they were religious. But he did not desire the 
religion. He desired the delight. 

20 The Assumption is a noble picture, because Titian 
believed in the Madonna. But he did not paint it 
to make any one else believe in her. He paiiXed it, 
because he enjoyed rich masses of red and blue, ajpd 
faces flushed with sunlight. 

as Tintoret*s Paradise is a noble picture, because 
he believed in Paradise. But he did not paint it to 
r»l 0 k any one think of heaven ; but to form a beauti- 
fm SJermination for the hall of the greater council. 

Other men used their eSfete faiths and mean faculties 
30 with a high moral purpose. The Venetian gave the 
most e&mest faith, and the lordliest faculty, to gild 
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the shadows qf an antechanA)er, or ];ieigljlen the 
splefidoiirs of a holi(iiy. 

Strange and lamentable as tl^s carelessness may • 
appear, 1 find it to be almost the law with the great 
workers. Weak and vain men have acute consciences, 5 
arfd labdlir under a profound sense of responsibility. 
The strong men, sternly disdainful of themselves, do 
what they can, too often merely as it pleases them at 
the moment, reckless what comes of it. 

I know not how far in humility, or how far in bitter 10 
and hopeless levity, the great Venetians gave their 
art to be blasted by the sea-winds or wasted by the 
worm. I know not whether in sorrowful obedience, 
or in wanton compliance, they fostered the folly, and 
enriched the luxury ot their age. This only 1 know, 15 
that in proportion to the greatness of their power was 
the shame of its desecration and the suddenness of 
Its fall. The enchanter’s spell, woven by centuries of 
toif, was brcjjten in the weakness of a moment ; and 
swiftly, and utterly, as a rainbow vanishes, the radi- jo 
ance and the strength faded from the wings of the 
Lion. 


THEJNFLUENCE OF MORALITY ON ART. 

9. The lAW of Help. 

The highest and first law of the universe — and the 
other name of life is “help.” The other name of 
death is “ separation.” Government and co-opera- 25 
tion are in all things and eternally the laws of life* 

. Anarchy and competition, eternally, and in all things, 
the laws of death. 
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Perhafis thf best, thc'ugh the most femiliar example 
wc could take of the nature and power of consistehcc, 
, will be that of the j)ossible clianges in the dust wc 
tread on. 

S Exclusive of animal decay, we can hardly arrive at 
a more absolute type of impurity than the' mud br 
slime of a damp, over-trodden path, in the outskirts 
of a manufacturing town. I do not say mud of the 
road, because that is mixed with animal refuse ; but 
lo take merely an ounce or two of the blackest slime 
of a beaten footpath on a rainy day, near a large 
manufacturing town. 

That slime we shall find in most cases composed 
of clay (or brick-dust, which is burnt clay) mixed with 
15 soot, a little sand, and water. All these elements are 
at helpless war with each other, and destroy recipro- 
cally each others nature and power, competing and 
fighting for place at every tread of your foot -sand 
squeezing out clay, and clay squeezing oqj, water, and 
20 soot meddling everywhere and defiling the whole. 
Let us suppose that this ounce of mud is left in per- 
fect rest, and that its elements gather together, like 
to like, so that their atoms may get into the closest 
relations possible. 

25 Let the clay begin. Kidding itself of all fijreign 
substance, it gradually becomes a white earth, already 
very beautiful ; and fit, with help of congealing fire, 
to be made into finest porcelain, and painted on, and 
be kept in kings' palaces. But such artificial con- 
'30 sistence is not its best. Leave it still quiet to follow its 
own instinct of unity, and it becomes not only whit^ 
but clear ; not only clear, but hard ; nor only clear 
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wonderful way, •and gather out«c)f it the jovelfesl blue 
rays only, refusing th% rest. We call it then a sapphire. 

Such being the consummation^ of the clay, we give * 
similar i)ermission of quiet to the sand. It also be- 
comes, first, a white earth, then proceeds to grow clear s 
and har and at last arranges itself in mysterious, in- 
finitely fine, parallel lines, which have the power of 
reflecting not merely the blue rays, but the blue, 
green, purple, and red rays in the greatest beauty in 
which they can be seen through any hard material lo 
whatgoever. We call it then an opal. 

In next order the soot sets to work; it cannot 
m!ike itself white at first, but instead of being dis- 
couraged, tries harder and harder, and * comes out 
clear at last, and the hardest thing in the world ; and is 
for the blackness that it had, obtains in exchange the 
power of reflecting all the rays of the sun at once in 
the vividfcjst blaze that any solid thing can shoot. 

We call it ijaen a diamond 

Last of all the water purifies or unites itself, con- 20 
tented enough if it only reach the form of a dew-drop ; 
but if we insist on its proceeding to a more perfect 
consistence, it crystallises into the shape of a star. 

And for the ounce of slime which we had by 
political economy of comj)etition, we hrive, by politi- 
cal economy of co-operation, ar sapphire, an opal, and 
a diaiiiond, set in the midst of a star of snow. 

10. Creation and JMEanufiacture. 

What, let us ask next, is the ruling character of 
the person who produces — the creator or njaker, 
anciently called the poet ? 3 ® 
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Nay, il may be replied, to create *^cannot be said 
of man's labour. " 

On the contrary, not only can be said, but is 
and must be said continually. You certainly do not 
5 talk of creating a watch, or creating a shoe ; never- 
theless you do talk of creating a feeling. Why is thii?? 

Look back to the greatest of all creation, that of 
the world. Suppose the trees had been ever so well 
or so ingeniously put together, stem and leaf, yet if 
lo they had not been able to grow, would they have 
been well created? Or suppose the fish had peen 
cut and stitched finely out of skin and whalebone ; 
yet, cast upon the waters, had not been able ^o 
swim? Or suppose Adam and Eve had been made 
IS in the softest clay, ever so neatly, and set at the foot 
of the tree of knowledge, fastened up to it, quite 
unable to fall, or do anything else, would they liave 
been well created, or in any trup sense created at all ? 

It will, perhaps, appear to you, after a Vttle farther 
20 thought, that to create anything in reality is to put 
life into it. 

A poet, or creator, is therefore a person who puts 
things together, not as a watchmaker steel, or a shoe- 
maker leather, but who puts life into them. 

25 His work is essentially this: it is the gathfring 
and arranging of material by imagination, so as to 
have in it at last the harmony or helpfulness of life, 
and the i)assion or emotion of life. 

11. Of IT'nlgarity. 

^ A |entleman’s first characteristic is that fineness of 
3^^ structure in the body, which renders it capable of the 
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most delicate sensation ; and structure in Ihe mind 
whfch Venders it capable of the most delicate sjfm- 
pathies — one may say, simply, “fineness of nature.”^ 
This is, of course, compatible with heroic bodily 
strength and menial firmness ; in fact, heroic strength s 
iS not cfinceivable without such delicacy. Elephan- 
tine strength may drive its way through a forest and 
feel no touch of the boughs ; but the white skin of 
Homer’s Atridcs would have felt a bent rose-leaf, 
yet subdue its feeling in glow of battle, and behave lo 
itself like iron. 1 do not mean to call an elephant a 
vulgar animal ; but if you think about him carefully, 
y«u will find that his non-vulgarity consists in such 
gentleness as is possible to elephantine nature ; not 
in his insensitive hide, nor in his clumsy foot; but *5 
in the wJy he will lift his foot if a child lies in his 
path; and in his sensitive tmnk, and still more 
sensitive mind, and capability of pique on points of 
honour. 

Self-command is often thought a characteristic of 20 
high-breeding; and to a certain extent it is so, at 
least it is one of the means of forming and strength- 
ening character ; but it is rather a way of imitating 
a gentleman than a characteristic of him ; a true 
gentleman has no need of self-command ; he simply 25 
feels rightly on all occasions ; and desiring to express 
only so much of his feeling as it is right to express, 
does not need to command himself, Hence perfect 
ease is indeed characteristic of him; but perfect 
ease is inconsistent with self-restraint. Nevertheless 30 
gentlemen, so far as they fail of their own ideal, need 
to command themselves, and do so ; while, db the 



174 fTHE RUSKIN READER 

(Contrary* to fcjpl unwisel^r, and to be unable to restrain 
the expression of the unwise feeling, is vulgarity ; ftnd 
^yet even then, the vulgarity, at its root, is not in the 
mistimed expression, but in the unseemly feeling ; and 
5 when we find fault with a vulgar person for “ exposing 
himself,” it is not his openness, but clumsiness, an'd 
yet more the want of sensibility to his own failure, 
which we blame; so that still the vulgarity resolves 
itself into want of sensibility. Also, it is to be noted 
lo that great powers of self-restraint may be attained by 
very vulgar persons when it suits their purposes. 

Another great sign of vulgarity is also, when traced 
to its root, another phase of insensibility, namely, the 
undue regard to appearances and manners, as in the 
15 households of vulgar persons, of all stations^ and the 
assumption of behaviour, language, or dress unsuited 
to them, by persons in inferior stations of life. I say 
“ undue ” regard to appearances, because,, in the uh- 
dueness consists, of course, the vulgarity. It is due 
20 and wise in some sort to care for appearances, in 
another sort undue and unwise. Wherein lies the 
difference ? 

At first one is apt to answer quickly : the vulgarity 
is simply in pretending to be what you are not. „But 
that answer will not stand. A queen may dress like 
a waiting-maid, — perhaps succeed, if she chooses, in 
passing for one; but she will not, therefore, be 
vulgar ; nay, a waiting-maid may dress like a queen, 
• and pretend to be one, and yet need not be vulgar, 
30 unless there is inherent vulgarity in her. In Scribe’s 
very absurd but very amusing i^eine d*un jour^ a 
mfilineris giri sustains the part of a queen for a day. 
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She several amazes ami, disgusts her ©ourtiers 

by her^straightforwardness; and once or twice vdty 
nearly t^etrays herself to her maids of honour by an 
unqueenly knowledge of sewing ; but she is not in 
the least vulgar, for she is sensitive, simple, and 5 
g<ftierouslJ and a queen could be no more. 

Is the vulgarity, then, only in trying to play a part 
you cannot play, so as to be continually detected? 
No; a bad amateur actor may be continually de- 
tected in his part, but yet continually detected to be jo 
a gentleman ; a vulgar regard to appearances has 
nothing in it necessarily of hypocrisy. You shall 
know a man not to be a gentleman by the perfect 
and neat pronunciation of his words : but he does 
not pretend to pronounce accurately; he does pro- 1.5 
nounce accurately, the vulgarity is in the real (not 
assumed) scrupulousness. 

It will be found on farther thought, that a vulgar 
regard for ^appearances is, primarily, a selfish one, 
resulting not out of a wish to give pleasure (as a 20 
wife’s wish to make herself beautiful for her hus- 
band), but out of an endeavour to mortify others, 
or attract for pride’s sake; — the common “keeping 
up appearances” of society, being a mere selfish 
struggle of the vain with the vain. But the deepest 25 
stain of the vulgarity depends on this being done, 
not selfishly only, but stupidly, without understand- 
ing the impression which is really produced, nor the 
relations of importance between oneself and others, 
so as to suppose that their attention is fixed upon 30 
us, wfeefn we are in reality ciphers in their eyes — ^all 
which comes of insensibility. Hence pride simple 
is not vulgar (the looking down on others b^use , 
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of their true inferioiity to us), nqj vanity simple 
(tlie desire of praise), but conocit simple (the attri- 
bution to ourselves of qualities we have not), is 

always so. * 

S Finally, vulgarity is indicated by coarSeness ♦of 

language or manners, only so far as this coarseness 
has been contracted under circumstances not neces- 
sarily producing it. The illiteraieness of a Spanish 
or Calabrian peasant is not vulgar, because they had 
lo never an opportunity of acquiring letters; but the 
illiterateness of an English school-boy is. So again, 
provincial dialect is not vulgar ; but cockney dialect, 
the corruption, by blunted sense, of a finer language 
continually heard, is so in a deep degree ; and again, 
1$ of this corrupted dialect, that is the wdrst which 
consists, not in the direct or expressive alteration of 
the form of a word, but in an unmusical destruction 
of it by dead utterance and bad or swoll^^n formation 
of lip. There is no vulgarity in — 

^ ** Blylhe, blythe, blylhe was she, 

Blythe was she, but and ben. 

And wcel she liked a Hawick gill, 

And Icugh to see a tappit hen ; ” 

but much in Mrs. Gamp's inarticulate bottle on the 
25 chumleypiece, and let me put my lips to it when I 
am so dispoged.” 

So also of personal defects, those only are vulgar 
which imply insensibility or dissipation. There is no 
vulgarity in the emaciation of Don Quixote, the de- 
30 formity of the Black Dwarf, or the corpulence of 
Fal^ff; but much in the same personal characters, 
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as they are see^i in Uriah Hacp, Quilg, and Chad- 
band. 


All the different impressions connected with negli- 
gence or foulness depend, in like manner, on the 
degree of insensibility implied. Disorder in a draw- 5 
ing-room is vulgar, in an antiquary’s study, not ; the 
black battle-stain on a soldier’s face is not vulgar, but 
the dirty face of a housemaid is. 

And lastly, courage, so far as it is a sign of race, is 
peculiarly the mark of a gentleman or a lady : but it xo 
becomes vulgar if rude or insensitive, while timidity 
i$ not vulgar, if it be a characteristic of race or fineness 
of make. A fawn is not vulgar in being ’timid, nor a 
crocodile “ gentle ” because courageous. 

Without following the inquiry into farther detail, 15 
we may conclude that vulgarity consists in a deadness 
of the heart and body, resulting from prolonged, and 
especially frjm inherited conditions of “ degeneracy,” 
or literally “ un -racing ; ” — gentlemanliness, being 
another word for an intense humanity. And vulgarity 20 
shows itself primarily in dulness of heart, not in rage 
or cruelty, but in inability to feel or conceive noble 
character or emotion. 


12, Social Idoals. 

The most helpful and sacred work which can at 
present be done for humanity, is to teach people 25 
{chiefly by example, as all best teaching must be 
done) no^ how to better themselves,” but how to 
satisfy themselves.” It is the curse of every jsvil 
nisdion and evil creature to eat^ and not be satisfited. 

M 
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r^e wdtds qf blessing are, that shall eat ahd 
be satisfied. And as there is only one kbd of R^ter 
,• which quenches all (hirst, so there is only one Cind of 
bread which satisfies all hunger — the bread of Justice, 

5 or righteousness; which hungering after, men shall 
always be filled, that being the bread of 'Heavefi ; 
but hungering after the bread, or wages, of un- 
righteousness, shall not be filled, that being the 
bread of Sodom. 

10 And, in order to teach men how to be satisfied, it 
is necessary fully to understand the art and joy of 
humble life, — this, at present of all arts or sciences 
being the one most needing study. Humble liG^ — 
that is to say, proposing to itself no future exaltation, 
15 but only a sweet continuance ; not excluding the idea 
of foresight, but wholly of fore-sorrow, anrf taking no 
troublous thought for coming days. So, also, not 
excluding the idea of providence, or provision, but 
wholly of accumulation , — ^thc life of domestic afiection 
20 and domestic peace, full of sensitiveness to all ele- 
ments of costless and kind pleasure; — therefore, 
chiefly to the loveliness of the natural world 
What length and severity of labour may be ulti- 
mately found necessary for the procuring of the due 
^5 comforts of life, I do not know; neither what^i^ree 
of refinement it is possible to unite with the soiled 
servile occupations of life: but this I know, that 
right economy of labour will, as it is understood, 
assign to each man as much as will be healthy for 
$0 him, afid no more ; and that no refinement!} arc 
desir^le which cannot be connected with toil 
I say, first, that due economy of labour will assign to 
^ch man the share yhich is right. ILet tab technie|ri^ 
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labour be w<^ted on thing; useless or unpleasur- 
able ;«and let all physical exertion, so &r as possible, 
be utIUzed, and it will be found that no man nee^ 
ever work more than is good lor him. 1 believe an 
immense gain in the bodily health and happiness of 5 
the upper classes would follow on their steadily en- 
deavouring, however clumsily, to make the physical 
exertion they now necessarily take in amusements, 
definitely serviceable. It would be far better, for 
instance, that a gentleman should mow his own fields,’ 10 
than ride over other people's. 

Again, respecting degrees of possible refinement, 

cannot yet speak positively, because no effort has * 
yet been made to teach refined habits to persons of 
simple, life. 15 

* The i€ea of such refinement has been made to 
appear absurd, partly by the foolish ^inibition of 
vulgar persons in low life, but more by the worse 
than foolish assumption, acted on so often by modern 
advocates *of improvement, that “education” means 20 
teaching Latin, or algebra, or music, or drawing, 
instead of developing or “ drawing out ” the human 
soul. 

It may not be the least necessary that a peasant 
should know algebra, or Greek, or drawing. But it 25 
perhaps, be both possible and expedient that 
he should be able to arrange his thoughts clearly, 
to speak his own language intelligibly, to discern 
between right and wrong, to govern his passions, 
and to receive auch pleasures of ear or sight as his 30 
life ibitj^jrender accessible to him. I would not have 
him tatk^t the science of music ; but most assuredly 
1 would have Um taught to sing. I would not*teadh 
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him the# science of drawing; but ce^|^ainly I would 
teaEh him to sec; without leaniuig a single tbrnvof 
J)Otany, he should know accurately the habitS and 
uses of every leaf and flower in his fields ; and un- 
5 encumbered by any theories of moral or political 
philosophy, he should help his neighbour, and di»^ 
dain a bribe. 

All effort in social improvement is paralyzed, 
because no one has been bold or clear-sighted 
xo enough to put and press home this radical question : 
“ What is indeed the noblest tone and reach of life 
for men ; and how can the possibility of it be extcnde4 
to the greatest numbers?" It is answered, broadly 
and rashly, that wealth is good; that knowledge is 
15 good ; that art is good • that luxury is good. * Whereat 
none of them are good in the abstract, but good only 
if rightly received. Nor have any steps whatever 
been yet securely taken, — nor, otherwise than in the 
rcsultless rhapsody of moralists, — to ascertain what 
ao luxuries and what learning it is either kind to bestow, 
or wise to desiie. This, however, at least, we know, 
shown clearly by the history of all time, that the arts 
and sciences, ministering to the pride of nations, have 
invariably hastened their ruin ; and this, also, without 
25 venturing to say that I know, I nevertheless fiimly 
believe, that the same arts and sciences will tend as 
distinctly to exalt the strength and quicken the soul 
of every nation, which employs them to increase 
the comfort of lowly life, and grace with happj^ 
30 intelligence the unambitious courses of honoumUe 



MORALITY AND ART » • 


l8t 


13. Two Boyboods,— Oimrgione and Turner. 

• 

Bom half-way between the mountains and the sea 
— that joung (leorge of Castelfranco — of the Brave 
tastle: — Stout George they called him, George of 
Georges, so goodly a boy he was — Giorgione. 

Have you ever thought what a world his eyes S 
opened on — fair, searching eyes of youth ? What a 
world of mighty life, from those mountain roots to 
the shore;— -of loveliest life, when he went down, 
yet so young, to the marble city — and became him- 
sllf as a fiery heart to it ? lo 

A city of marble, did I say ? nay, rather a golden 
#tity, pav^d with emerald. For truly, every pinnacle 
and turret glanced or glowed, overlaid with gold, or 
bossed with jasper. Beneath, the unsullied sea drew, 
in deep •breathing, to and fro, its eddies of green 
wave. D«ep-hearted, majestic, terrible as the sea, — 
the men of Venice moved in sway of power and war ; 
pure as her pillars of alabaster, stood her mothers 
and maidens; from foot to brow, all noble, walked 
her knights ; the low bronzed gleaming of sea-rusted so 
armour shot angrily under their blood-red mantle- 
folda. Fearless, faithful, patient, impenetrable, im- 
placable,-— ^very word a fate— sate her senate. In 
hope and honour, lulled by flowing of wave around 
Iheir isles of sacred sand, each with his name written 25 
and the cross graved at his side, lay her dead. A 
wonderful piece of world. Rather, itself a world. It 
lay along the face of the waters, no larger, as its cap- 
tains saw it from their masts at evening, than a ]^r of 
sunset that could not pass away ; but for its power, 30 
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it n|ust have «ieemed to^them as if th^y were filing 
in the expanse of heaven, and ^his a great pHoeti 
Whose orient edge widened through ether. A world 
from which all ignoble care and petty thou|hts were 
5 banished, with all the common and poor qjiement^ 
of life. No foulness, nor tumult, in these tremulous 
streets, that filled, or fell, beneath the moon; but 
rippled music of majestic change, or thrilling silence. 
No weak walls could rise above them , no low-roofed 
xo cottage, nor straw-built shed. Only the strength as of 
rock, and the finished setting of stones most precious. 
And around them, far as the eye could reaqh, still the 
soft moving of stainless waters, proudly pure , as nSt 
the flower, so neither the thorn nor the thistle, qould 
X5 grow m the glancing fields. Ethereal sti^ngth 
Alps, dreamlike, vanishing in high procession beyond* 
the Torcellan shore; blue islands of Paduan hills, 
poised in the golden west. Above, free wnds and 
fiery clouds ranging at their will , — ^brightness out of 
ao the north, and balm from the south, and the stars of 
the evening and morning dear in the limitless hght 
of arched heaven and circhng sea. 

Such was Giorgione’s school — such Titian’s home* 
Near the south-west comer of Covent Garden, a^ 
95 square bnck pit or well is formed by a close-sot block 
of houses, to the back windows of which it admits 
a few rays of tight Access to the bottom of it 
obtained out of Maiden Lane^ through a low archlrey 
and an iron gate; and if you stand long eno«i|^ 
so tqnder the archway to accustom your eyes to fhe 
' datkness you may see on the left hand a natitd^ 
which formerly gave quiet access to a re* 
spectaUe bibber’s sbop^ of whldh the froni^ Windpw, ^ 
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looking into Difaiden Lane, i| still extant, glled, in 
thi^ye&r (i860), with a row of bottles, tonnectfedj^in 
someMefunct manner, with a brewer*s business. A 
more fashionable neighbourhood, it is said, eighty^ 
years ago than now — never certainly a cheerful one — s 
herein^ boy being born on St. George’s day, 1775, 
began soon after to take interest in the world of 
Covent Garden, and put to service such spectacles 
of life as it afforded. 

No knights to be seen there, nor, I imagine, many 10 
beautiful ladies; their costume at least disadvan- 
tageous, depending much on incumbency of hat and 
feather, and short waists ; the majesty of men founded 
similarly on shoe -buckles and wigs ; r- impressive 
enough when Reynolds will do his best for it ; but rs 
not sug^stive of much ideal delight to a boy. 

^ Bello ovile dov* io dormii agnello:” of things 
beautiful, besides men and women, dusty sunbeams 
up or down the street on summer mornings; deep 
furrowed cabbagc-lcaves at the greengrocer’s; mag- 90 
nificence of oranges in wheelbarrows round the 
comer; and Thames’ shore within three minutes^ 
race. 

None of these things very glorious ; the best; how- 
ever, that England, it seems, was then able to pro- 95 
vidS for a boy of gift : who, such as they are, loves 
"them — ^never, ihdeod, forgets them. The short waists 
modiQr to the last his visions of Greek ideal. 'His 
fore^groUnds had always a succulent cluster or two 
ot at the comers. Enchanted oranges 

in Covent Gardens of the Hesperides; ftud "^ 
great ships go to pieces in order to scatter chests of 
them on the waves. I'hat mist of early sunbeands in 
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the Lorjjdon dawn crqjtsesi many an<}, many a time, 
th^k clearness* of Italian air; and ,by Thames** shfcre, 
with its stranded barges and glidings of red sail, 
*dearer to us than Lifcerne lake or Venetian lagoon— 

S by Thames’ shore we will die. 

14. Turner’s Teaching. 

Under these influences pass away ihe first reflective 
hours of life, with such conclusion as they can reach. 
In consequence of a fit of illness, he was taken — I 
cannot ascertain in what year — to live with an aunt, at 
10 Brentford ; and here, I believe, received some school- 
ing, which he seems to have snatched vigorously; 
getting knowledge, at least by translation^ of thg 
more picturesque classical authors, which ne turned 
presently to use, as we shall see. Hence also, walks 
15 about Putney and Twickenham in the sunyner-time 
acquainted him with the look of Englisl^ meadow- 
ground in its restricted states of paddock and park; 
and with some round-headed appearances of trees, 
and stately entrances to houses of mark : the avenue 
90 at Bushey, and the iron gates and carved pillars of 
Hampton, impressing him apparently with great awe 
and admiration ; so that in after-life his little coigitry 
house is, — of all places in the world,— at Twicken^ 
ham ! Of swans and reedy shores he now learns.the 
as soft motion and the green mystery, in a way not^ to 
be forgotten. 

And at last fortune wills that the lad’s true Ulfe 
shall begin; and one summer’s evening, after variouii > 
wonderful stage-coach experiences on the north road, 
which^^ave him a love of stage-coaches ever after* ho 
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finds himself sifting alone am^ng the Yorkshire hills, 
¥of thh first time, .the silence of Nature round hfin, 
her freedom sealed to him, her glory opened to him,^ 
Peace at last; no roll of cart-wheel, nor mutter of 
sullen voices in the back shop; but curlcw-cry in S 
^ace orheaven, and welling of bell-toned streamlet 
by its shadowy rock. Freedom at last. Dead-wall, 
dark railing, fenced field, gated garden, all passed 
away like the dream of a prisoner ; and behold, far as 
foot or eye can race or range, the moor, and cloud, lo 
Loveliness at last. It is here then, among these 
deserted vales ! Not among men. Those pale, 
poverty-struck, or cruel faces; — ^that multitudinous, 
marred humanity — are not the only things that (lod 
made. Here is something He has made which 15 
no one hUs marred. Pride of purple rocks, and river 
pools of blue, and tender wilderness of glittering 
trees, and misty lights of evening on immeasurable 
hills. \ 

Beauty, and freedom) and peace ; and yet another 20 
teacher, graver than these. Sound preaching at last 
here, in Kirkstall crypt, concerning fate and life. 
Here, where the d^k pool reflects the chancel pillars, 
and the cattle lie in unhindered rest, the soft sun- 
shine on their dappled bodies, instead of priests’ ^5 
vestments ; their white furry hair rufiled a little, fit- 
fully, by the evening wind deep-scented from the 
meadow thyme. 

, Consider deeply the import to him of this, his 
first sight of ruin, and compare it with the effect of 30 
the architecture that was around Giorgione. There 
were indeed aged buildings, at Venice, in his time, 
but none in decay. All ruin was removed, aifd its 
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place filted ^ quickly 41s m our London; but filled 
alWuys by architecture loftier afid more woftdetful 
than that whose p]^ce it took, the boy himself 
happy to work upon the walls of it ; so that the 
5 idea of the passing away of the strength of men 
and beauty of their works never could occuf to hiA 
sternly. Brighter and brighter the cities of Italy had 
been rising and broadening on hill and plain, for 
three hundred years. He saw only strength and 
xo immortality, could not but paint both , conceived the 
form of man as deathless, calm with power, and fiety 
with life. 

Turner saw the exact reverse of this. In the pre- 
sent work of men, meanness, aimlessness, unsightli- 
>3 ness, thin-walled, lath divided, narrow-garreted hous^ 
of clay ; booths of a darksome Vanity Fair, busily base. 

But on Whitby Hill, and by Bolton Brook, re- 
mained traces of other handiwork. Men i^ho could 
build had been there; and who also ha^ wrought, 
ao not merely for their own days. But to what pur 
pose? Strong faith, and steady hands, and patient 
souls— can this, then, be all you have left ? this the 
Sum of your doing on the earth , — a nest whence the 
night-owl may whimper to the brook, and a nbbed 
95 skeleton of consumed arches, looming above^ the 
bleak banks of mist, from its cliff to the sea I 

As the strength of men to Giorgione, to Turner 
their weakness and vileness, were alone visible*^ 
They themselves, unworthy or ephemeral; their work^ 
30 fiespicable, or decayed. In the Venetian's eye^ aU 
beauty depended on man’s presence and pride ; in 
Turner’s, on the solitude he had left, and th4 
humiliation he had suffered 
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Ajid Jthus th& fate and issut of all wotk were 
deteruyned at once.* He must be a painter of tRe 
strength of nature, there was i|p beauty elsewhere^ 
than in that; he must paint also the labour and 
sorrow aijd passing away of men : this was the great 5 
human truth visible to him. 

Their labour, their sorrow, and their death. Mark 
the three. Labour; by sea and land, in field and 
city, at foige and furnace, helm and plough. No 
pastoral indolence nor classic pride shall stand 10 
between him and the troubling of the world ; 
sUll less between him and the toil of his 
country, — blind, tormented, unwearied, marvellous 
England 

w Also t]|eir Sorrow ; Ruin of all their glorious work, 
passing away of their thoughts and their honour, 
mirage of pleasure. Fallacy of Hope ; gathering of 
weed on^tcmple step; gaining of wave on deserted 
strand; Wlseping of the mother for the children, 
desolate by her breathless first-born in the streets ao 
of the city, desolate by her last sons slain, among 
the beasts of the field. 

And their Death. That old Greek question 
again ; — yet unanswered. The unconquerable spectre 
stilUflitting among the forest trees at twilight ; rising 23 
ribbed out of the sea-sand,— white, a strange 
Aphrodite,— -out of the sea-foam ; stretching its gray, 
(doven wings among the clouds; turning the light 
of their sunsets into blood This has to be looked 
up0n^ and in a more terrible shape than evor SalyRtor 30 
or iCWrer saw it The wrock of one guilty country 
does not infer the ruin of all countries, and r^eed not 
causO genewd tejTor respecting the laws of the mfivecse. 
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Neithei* did, the ord^ly and nar^oV^ succesjjsioiji of 
domestic joy and sorrow in a 'small German com- 
•munity bring the question in its breadth, or in any 
unresolvable shape, before the mind of Durer. But 
S the English death — the European death of ^the ninip- 
teenth century — was of another range and power; 
more terrible a thousand fold in its merely physical 
grasp and grief; more terrible, incalculably, in its 
mystery and shame. What w^ re the robber's casual 
to pang, or the range of the flying skirmish, compared 
to the work of the a\e, and the sword, and the 
famine, which was done during this man's youth on 
all the hills and plains of the Christian earth, from 
Moscow to Gibraltar? He was eighteen years old 
IS when Napoleon came down on Areola. J^ook 00 , 
the map of Europe, and count the blood-stains on it, 
between Areola and Waterloo. 

Not alone those blood-stains on the Alpine snow, 
and the blue of the Lombard plain. Tke English 
30 death was before his eyes also. No decent, calcul- 
able, consoled dying ; no passing to rest like that of 
the aged burghers of Nuremberg town. No gentle 
processions to churchyards among the fields, the 
bronze crests bossed deep on the memorial tablets, 
25 and the skylark singing above them from among the 
corn. But the life trampled out in the slime of the 
street, crushed to dust amidst the roaring of the 
wheel, tossed countlessly away into howling winter 
wind along five hundred leagues of rock-fanged shore. 
30 Or, worst of all, rotted down to forgotten graves 
t|irougb years of ignorant patience, and vain seekbj^ 
K>r help from man^ for hope in God^nfirm, im- 
J^rfect yearning, as of motherless infants starving at 
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• the dawn; oppressed royaliies of captive thought, 
vagiie ague-fits of ble^ik, amazed despair* 

Thi* was the sight which oi)ened on the young 
eyes, this the watchword soundftg within the heart* 
of Turner in his youth. 5 

•So taught, and prepared for his life’s labour, sate 
the boy at last alone among his fair English hills; 
and began to paint, with cautious toil, the rocks, and 
fields, and trickling brooks, and soft white clouds of 
heaven. 10 
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EPILOaXTE. 

t 

All that is involved in these passionate utterances 
of my youth was first expanded and then concen* 
trated into the aphorism given twenty years after-* 
wards in my inaugural Oxford lectures, “All great 
5 Art is Praise ; ” and on that aphorism, the yet bolder 
saying founded, “ So far from Art’s being immoral, in 
the ultimate power of it, nothing but Art is moral: 
Life without Industry is sin, and Industry without 
Art, brutality” (I forget the words, but that is their 
lo purport) : and now, in writing beneath the qloudless 
peace ojf the snowsi of Chambuni, what must be the 
really final words of the book which thek beaittf^ 
inspired and their strength guided, I am able, with 
yet happier and calmer heart than ever heretofore, 

15 to enforce its simplest assurance of Faitlf that the 
knowledge of what is beautiful leads on,^and is the 
first step, to the knowledge of the things which are 
lovely and of good report ; and that the laws, the life, . 
and the joy of beauty in the material worm of God^ are 
90 as eternal and sacred parts of His creation as, in the 
world of spirits, virtue;, and in the world of angels, 
praise. 
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'Phe thick figures refer to pa^s of this volume ; the small 
JigMes to the lines. 


I 

Modbrn Painters, Vou 1.« was written during the winter 
of 1S42-3 at Herne Hill i the author being twenty-three years 
0# age. It was published on April 1843, anti has been nine 
tifoes reprinted in England, beside foreign editions. 

Turner and the Ancients was the title okiginally intended 
Ifee authqi; for though the book contains many notices of 
PrOut, Hording, Cox, StanAeld, and other English landscape 
artists who were the ** modem painters** of half a century ago, 
yet the chief place is given to Turner, whose work is contrasted 
throughout with that of the AntSents,** or ** Old Masters *’ of 
landscape, %( the Italian and Dutch schools, 

For short accounts of J. M. W. Turper, R.A. (1775-1851), 
and bis contemporaries, see Chesneau*s ** English ^hool of 
Painting,” edited by Mr. Ruslan (Cassell^ 5$,). 

Page 1 , 1 . %, Distinct ends. There are two results at which 
landscape painters may aim ; either to ** induce a conception,” 
i,e,fito present the scene “ as in a looking-glass,*' or to Interpret 
the poetry of nature. See pp. 98 , 99 . 

P« 8. Cktude Gel^, called Le Lorrain from the country of his 
birth, spent his life (i60D-id82) chiefly at Rome. He^Was the 
fliat gr^t pointer of aerial distance, th 4 effect of sunshine, and 
Ikm waves* His truth to certain asp^ of nature, and the 
gi^ance of his poetical treatment, gave* him for two hundred 
years the highest place among landscape artists; and at the 
time when ** hiodem Painters ” was written, his style was taken 
as the standard of perfection. Tipmer and the rest praised 
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by" the critics when they painted like Claude^ and pronounced 
ridipulous^ and vulgar when^they ventured to depart fsomighis 
rules. This excessive reverence for Iraailion and blind s^iorn of 
^novation were the objects of our author’s attack in his youthful 
essay in defence of the English School ; from which this passage 
and the following are given as lively examples of his method of 
contrast. The reader who wishes to study Mr. Ruskin^ matures 
judgment of Claude is referred to “ Modem PainierS|’* voL v. 
p. 249-252. 

II Mulim: “The Mill.** 

L, 26. Hobby-horm : diminutive and stiffly drawn, looking like 
the toy-horses in old May-day games. 

1 *. 3 , 1 . i8. Tivolt: the ancient Tibur, on the Anio, about 
twenty miles from Rome, famous for its fine air and picturesque 
scenery. 

L. 20. “ Ileal** : with tliis sarcastic description of false ideal- 
ism compare the account of true idealism, p. 97, lines 13-23. 

P. 4 , 1. 2. Carious : rotten. “ The vegetable soil of the 
Campagna is chie'fly formed by decomposed lavas, fmd undef 
it lies a bed of white pumice, exactly resembling remnants of 
bones ” (Author’s note). 

P. 6, 1 . 6. Pyramid of Cani\ CeUius ■ the only Roman 
pyramid, tomb of an epulo or religious dignitary und^z Augustuif. 
Shelley, in the preface to ** Adonais,*’ says ; “John Keats died 
at Rome . . . and was buried in the romantic and lovely 
cemetery of the IVotestants in that city, under the pyramid 
which is the tomb of Cestius, and the massy walls and towers, 
now mouldering and desolate, which formed the circuit of 
ancient Rome. The cemetery is an open space among the ruin$» 
covered in winter with violets and daisies. It might make one 
in love with death, to think that one should be buried Ih so 
sweet a place.’* There Shelley’s heart was afterwards buried. 
Recent alterations have made the description no longer applicable. 

P. 6, Caspar Dughet (1613-1675), the adopted son of the 
great ificolas Poussin (z 594- 1665), was, like Claude, a French'* 
In Rome, and a landscape painter famous for his 
atmos^eric effects, especially of storm. 

L. In thi Natiomd CaHety, London, Ko. 98. 

L. 12. Pednied <«, like “laid «#,’* ** washed. r«,** suggests 
that tluFdetail had still to be “ work^ outP 
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L. 28. ion^ ago : in January^ 1841. The autlwr wa»s in 
the Jiabtt of recording the scenes through which he travelled, 
both in drawing and in a carefully written journal. Some 
account of his written notes of this vie^» is given in ** Praeterita,* 
vol. ii., chap, iii., “Cumae.” The fine drawing of the same 
subject is still in existence,- showing with what care the materials 
f#r “ Modern Panters ” were collected. 

P. 7 , 1 . I. Veiento: a blackmailing libeller, banished by 
Nero. “ Everything at Rome has its price : how much, to get 
Veiento to hold his tongue when he sees you ? ” (Juvenal, iii. 185). 
“ He is like a beggar at the carriage- wheels at Aricia “ (Juv., 
iv, 117), His prototypes are therefore the beggars who infest 
that same bit of road, which their successors still infest. 

L. 10. Ilex : evergreen oak. 

P. 8, 1 . 25. Stand upon the peak^ The place is not fixed in the 
original book, because each sentence is referred to some picture 
of 'I'urner’s, as illustrating a series of typical sky-eflfccts, twice 
round the clock ; and exhibiting Turner’s variety as contrasted 
tAth the liftiited range of the old masters^ ol>servalion. But 
the passage is really based on notes of a night on the Rigi in 
August 1835 (see the ** Poems of John Ruskin,” vol. i., “A Letter 
from Abroadf’* and note liii.). 

P. 9 , 1. 8. Atlantis : the happy land in the Atlantic ** Ocean, 
imagined by the Greeks, and described by Plato in the dialogue 
“ Critias.** 

10. Starry spires : “ The glittering towers of fair Lucerne ” 
, in the “ Letter from Abroad ” above mentioned. The Swiss 
church spires are often covered with tin, that glitters in the 
sunshine. 

P. 11 , 1 . 8. His brethren : the other “ old masters.” 

Delivered this His message : described the wonders of 
God’s creation. 

P. yi, 1 . 9. Cttyp, Aelbert (1620-1691), the great Dutch 
landscape painter. 

L. XI. Fisjsingfor idealities: choosing to paint only what was 
thou^t ideal : ” see p. 3 . 

L. The England series i Lloyd’s ** Picturesque Views in 
Ettglahd and Wales” (1832); ninety-one engravings after 
Turner’s, drawings, # 

: L. IS^veUor Rosa (1615-1673), the Neapolitan painter of 
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Imgands ^nd savage landscape; a lovei of wjjd natiuc, but not 
so tlosc an observer as Turner. ♦ « 

L. 22. Sirota^ the beds in which sedimentary rock has bien de* 
^sited ; see CMkie's “ Piimer of Geology/' § 89 (Macmillan, is.). 

L. 26, Jotnh j the parallel cracks cutting across the strata. 

P. 14 . 1 , 3. Dibris : luin, rubbish. 

L. II. T/ifi whole truth: strikingly confirmed by the scientif?c 
account, and section, given by Mr. C. T. Clough, F.G.S., in 
the Quarterly Jownai of the Gro/o§ical Society^ November 
1876. The High Force of Tees is, like Niagara, formed of 
hard rock, lying over soft. The soft shale anti hmestonc are 
eaten away undernes^h, and the haid basalt ialls in, time after 
time ; and so the face of the watci fall recedes. The presenta- 
tion of the “whole tiuth” about the especial character of this 
fall is an instance of the second end” of landscape painting 
(p. 2 ). The spectator is left free to choose his own points of 
pleasure and thought in the pictuie, or it would Ixi a mere 
diagram; but he is none the less instructed by the “ j>cnetrat- 
ing intelligence” that anticijiated the conclusions'- of modern 
geologists. 

L. 18. Aqtuous erosion^ the sculpture of the caith’s surface lay 
the action of water. 

r. 16 , 1. 20. Veast. “ The yesty waves of .Sh^jLesjxjre liavc 
made the likeness familiar, and piobably most renders lake 
the cxjiTcssion as meiely equivalent to foamy ; but Sh.akespere 
knew better, Sea-foam does not, under ordinary circumstances, 
last a moment after it is formed, but disappears in a mere 
white film. But the foam of a prolonged tempest is altogether 
different, — it is whipped foam, thick, permanent, and in a foul 
or discoloured sea, very ugly, especially in the way it hangs 
about the tops of the waves, and gathers into clotted boncre* 
tions before the driving wind ” (AuthoFs note). 

P. 16 , 1 . 24. The Snowstorm : now No. 530 in the National 
Gallery. 

P. X 7 f 1 . 5. The Slave Ship : a picture formerly belonging to 
Mr. Ruskin, now in America. 

P. 18 , 1 . 4. The Guilty Ship, “ She is a slaveti throwinj| her 
slaves overboard. The near sea is encumbered with oorpaes ” 
(Aut^pr^s note). Negroes that died a natural death on the 
“ middle passage,” or voyage from Africa to America, wcie s6 
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much loss to th^wncTS of the shi^ : accidents^ wcre«charged to 
th« uiiMerwriters. It said that captains had orders fronftheir 
. own^s to see that nonegroes^died on board — and that some- 
times they carried out their instructidlis with fierce fidelity. In 
1783 a captain was charged with drowning T32 sickly negroes, 
in order to save the insurance to his owners. This is probably 
•the incident which Turner, sixty years later, had in mind. 

9. IticamadineSi reddens : a quotation from Macbeth^ 
Act ii. scene 2. 

L. 2$. The Jfresent dajf, i.c., 1843 * Ihis passage was not 
without influence on the movement which led up to Pre- 
Raphaelitism, and is not without v.alue in this “ present day.” 

P. 21 , 1 . 28. 'Chiaroscuro : light and shade ; Italian rhiaro, 
“ clear,” bright, and oscuroj “obscure,” dark. 

P. 23 , 1 . 5, A higher Authoriiy and Master: the teaching of 
(?od as seen in Nature. 


II 

Modern PArNTERS, Vol. 11., was written during the 
winter 0X^1845-6, and published April 24, 1846. There have 
been twelv%Engiish editions. This work is the author’s youthful 
contribution to the philosophy of art. In the dignified language 
of Hooker and the earlier prose writers, he discusses the nature 
and elements of Beauty, and classifies and analyses the workings 
of Imagination. Our selections give not merely samples of the 
style, but a sketch of the argument and conduct of the b^k. The 
first part is the definition of Beauty (in extract i) as “ Typical,” 
under six heads (2 to 7), and “ Vital, ’Mx>th in plants and animals 
(8). ^The second part is oh Imagination as distinguished from 
Fancy (9), and illustrated in its most striking results (10-12). 

P. 2 ^ t S. Typical: corresponding in the material world 
to God*s character and dealings in the spiritual worlds The 
ipea^ihg xA the author Is made plain in the following examples-^ 
eiittt^cfe 2-7.''. . • 

7. Mt^lment of ' function: performance of their part; 
f the place 'they are made for ; using their powers ai^ doing, 

diity. Tlus is further explained in extract 8> p. 86. 



,L. 14. mThe fitness of a^i^roportion^ &c. ^luch had heoii 
wrilAn by early philosophers on the copnection of I^ro^jorlion 
with Beauty : our author discusses the question in his clnapter 
oR Unity, and concludes, (x) Aat Apparent Proportion, or the 
'melodious connection of quantities, is a cause of unity, and 
therefore one of the sources of all beautiful form ; (2) that Con^ 
struclive Proportion” the actual relation in 4 ize of a# 

animars head to its body) “ is agreeable to the mind when it is 
known or supposed, and that its seeming absence is painful in 
a like degree ; but that this pleasure and j>ain have nothing in 
common with those dependent on Ideas of Beauty.’* “ Beau- 
tiful ” can be said of what we see or hear, not of what we 
think or know. Wc sometimes speak of the “beauty” of an 
invention, or of the adaptation of a plant or animal to its 
habit and uses, or of the neatness of a demonstration in 
F.uclid ; but these are called “ beautiful ” only by a figure of 
speech. 

L. 16. Association of ideas makes us like certain things an<J 
dislike others ; but this again does not depend on llfiiir l^auty" 
or ugliness. 

P. S 5 , 1. 3. Crystals^ See. “These seem important cxcep- 
tiqns ; they are not so, and are themselves liable to mich excep- 
tion. Crystals arc indeed subject to rectilinear limitations ; but 
their real .surfaces are continually curved. Rays of light, are 
varied by infinite gradation ; the level of calm water is only 
right-lined when it is shoreless ” (Author’s note). 

L. 23, / ska// present/y, &c., referring to passages not included 
in these selections. 

L. 33. Lusus uatum: freak of nature : the ancient term for 
jihenomena not easily explained by known physical laws. 

P. 26 , 1 . 4. Loca/ co/our : the actual colouring of thin^, as 
they arc seen near at hand and in ordinary light ; not hunting 
the influence of sunshine or shade, reflected light or hazy atmos- 
phere. A^al perspective^ alteration of the local colour, seen, in 
the objects at a distance, 

P. 27 , 1 . 1. Spirit: human soul. 

L. 7. These: i.e., sympathy, giving and taking, and Iqvb; ' . ,, 
;'L. 12. Bssential: because the essence, or being,' ciC cadt:^ 
dependt on the Creator’s, *‘in whom wc live and move and 
have our being.” 
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L. 23. Turns Jhe dust : see p. !^ 70 . ^ 

d8. 1. 10. Jacd^o^ delta QuerdUy born ifbar Siena, ^74 ; 
competed for the gate of the Baptistery at Florence, 1401 ; 
began the great fountain at Siefla, 1499 ! went to Lucca, 1419- 
1419, during which visit he made this effigy. After a busy life 
in various cities, he died at Siena in 1438. 

• L. II. ^Ilaria di CarettOy or del Carretto, daughter of Charles, 
Marquis of Carretto, and wife of Paolo Guinigi, Lord of Lucca, 
died 1405. The monument was broken to pieces when Guinigi 
was driven from Lucca by his enemies; but the effigy was 
spared. There is a cast in the South Kensington Museum, and 
a water-colour drawing of the head by the editor of this volume 
in the St. George’s ( Ruskin) Museum, Sheffield. 

L. 13. Not as more beautiful, “It is forty years since I first 
saw it, and I have never found its like’* (Author’s note, 5th 
November 18S2). 

P. 29 , 1 . 21. Elizabethan ornament: architectural details of 
the period of Queen Elizabeth. 

P. 30 ,* 1 . 3. Tintoret : the Venetian painter, Jacopo Robusti, 
called Tintoretto, “the dyer’s lad” (1518-1594). Ilis work is 
not very well represented in the National Gallery, and can be 
studied only at Venice. 

Titian: ^iziano Vecellio (1477-1576), with his friend Giorgione, 
herded the revolution in art introducing the modem style of 
paiming, in which, among other developments, greater attention 
was given to landscape, chiefly in the background of figure- 
’ pieces, but also sometimes in studies of landscape scenery. See 
his pictures, Nos, 4, 34, 35, 270, and 635, in the National Gallery. 

L* 22. Giotto: the great Florentine painter and friend of 
Dante (1266-1336). As architect he designed the Tower of 
Flounce Cathedral (see p. 60 ), Ills works can be studied only 
at Florence, Assisi, and Padua. 

L.''23. Ghirlandaio, Domenico del (1449-1494), the master 
of Michael Angelo, llis work should not be judged from the 
head in the National Gallery, but rather from the great deco- 
rative paintings in the choir of Sta. Maria Novella, Florence. 
The thorusdike side figures are the groups he used to paint, to 
right and left of the principal actors in his scenes, like the 
^chorus in a Greek play. 

L. 25. The Crucifixion : see p. 40 . 
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P. 31 , 3. Of M/f, heftv^ei\ hereajicr. This phrase can 

hardly be omitK^rfrom Ihc paroj^raph, vhirh it closes/ like ike 
last bar of a passage of music ; hut limits <if space forbid fiftrther 
extracts on the same subjeft. * 

L. 20. 77 im^s which are not felt^ A:c. : an improvement on 
the common definition of dirt, as matter in the wrong place. 

P. 32 , 1 . 19. Viola : “ ’Tis beauty truly blent, whose led an<H 
white Nature’s own sweet and cunning hand laid on ” ( Txoelftk 
Night, Act i. scene 5). 

L. 20. Atndes, Mcnelaits, the son of Atreus. “As when 
Mmoman or Carian woman stains ivory with purple (or crimson), 
Iliad, iv. 141. 

P.d 3 , 1 . 5. Energizinct: “For it is God which woiketh in you 
both to will and to do His good pleasure ” (Phil. ii. 13). 

L. 24. A poialyptic descriptions, kcv. x\ii. 1 and xxi. 18. 

P. 84 , 1 . 3a Chfysoprasc, Silica, when it is found in crystal, 
is called quartz ; in uncrystallised masses it is called chalcedony; 
and when chalcedony is coloured apple-green by nickel oxide it 
is called chrysopiase (Rev. xxi, 20), * 

P. 86, 1 . 14. Fragile flower : Soldanclla alpina. 

P, 37 , 1 . 28. Ret%eh : Moritz Retzsch, a German draughtsman 
of the earlier part of this century. His outlines to^Schiller’s 
poem, “ The 1 * ight with the Dix^on,” were former|iy popular ; 
“occasionally showing true fancy and power*’ (Kuskin, 
“ J^iUuments of Drawing,” Appendix II.), -s 

P, 88, I, 18. Jason : the diagon-slaycr of Greek mythology 
Ziher Studiorum, Turner’s “ Hook of Studies ; ” engravings after* 
his drawings, published 1807 to 1819. Autotype copies of tbe 
plates can be bought for 2s. each, 

L. 31* By I he middle. The author has just been saying, “ The 
imagination sees the heart and inner nature, and makes Ihem 
felt ; but is often obscure, mysterious anti interrupted, in its 
giving of outer detail.*’ 

P.39,1.14. A faculty dependent on attention: explained below 
in line 25. 

P. 40 , 1 . 22. The Crucifixion : a picture in the School of 
S. Uocco, Venice, painted 1565. 

L. 26. Angelico' Fra Giovanni of Fiesole, called “the 
angelie? (1387-^1455). "See his picture, No. 663, in the National 
Gallery. 
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L, 30. Byzantims: the old decorative paiiHers of Dysumtium 
(Cqpsta4itinople),%^hos^ style was ISupcrsedccl ky (jioftx) and his 
, contetpporarieSr ♦ • 

L. 31. Pertiginoi Pietro Vaiimicci^ of Perugia ,(1446-1523^ 
the master of Raffaelle. See his pictures. Nos. 181, 288, I075, 
in the National Gallery. 

P. 41 , i» 5. Eloi (Marie xv. 34). 

P. 4 S, ]. 7. Raffoille: Raffaello Sanzio (1483-1520). See 
his pictures in the National Gallery, especially Nos. 1171 
and 213. 

L. 8. Fuseli^ Henry, R.A. (l>om at Zurich 1741 ; died at 
Putney, 1825) ; Professor of Painting at the Royal Academy. 

P, 43 , 1 . 5. The scene of Tintoret*s picture in the School of 
San Rocco, Venice. 

L. 1 1. 7 'he doomed Moedite (2 Kings iii. 22). 

•P. 44 , 1 . 9. Scttola: the “School,” or guild-hall, of the 
Brotherhood of San Rocco, begun in 1517, and famous for this 
series of paintings by Tintoret, of which are here mentioned, 

, %eside th# Crucifixion and the Massacre, the Flight into Egypt, 
Gethsemane, Christ before Pilate, and on p. 47 , the Baptism 
of Christ. 

L, 28., ^eglected chambers — ^now restored. 

P, 46 , 5. Sta, Maria delV Orio — “ St. Mary of the 

Garden,” a church in Venice. 

L. II. Campo Santo : literally, ” holy field,” “ God’s acre.” 

L. 14. Orcagna: Andrea di Clone, called Arcagnuolo (the 
r^Et^hangel), shortened to Orcagna (about 1308-1368), a Floren- 
r' tine painter, sculptor, arid architect of the early period, between 
Giotto and Angelico. He is not unrepresented in the National 
Gallery; but his power cannot be felt without seeing his Last 
Judgment and Paradise in the church of Sta. Maria Novella, 
Florence. 

L. 19. Michael Angelo Buonarotti ( I 47 S-* 5 ^ 4 )- gr®at Last 

, Judgment in the Sistine Chapel, Rome, a seven years’ labour, 
b^un 1534. 

' L, ^ 23. Fra Bartolomsneo, Baccio della Porta of Florence 
became in youth a convert of Savonarola, and a 
' monk;: and aftfer the reformer’s death, 1498, painted his first 
,: 4 rhp 6 kant work, the Last Judgment in the Hospit£d of Sta. Maria . 
. Nuova,. Florence. 
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NOTES 


P. 46 . i. lo. Boat, adopted from Greek mythology : — 

** And lo ! towards us coming in a ^at 
An old man, hoary wiUi the hair of eld. 

Crying, ‘ Woe unto you, ye souls depraved T . , , 
Charon the demon, with the eyes of glede. 

Beckoning to them, collects them all together. 

Beats with his oar whoever lags behind.* •* 

— Dante, Inferno, hi. 

Michael. Angelo illustrates the passage in his Last Judgment. 

L. 14, Hylas : the boy in Greek mythology whom the water 
nymphs seized by the feet and dragged into the fountain. 

L. 16. Lethe: the river of forgetting ; see p. 108 , 1 . 23. 

L. 31. Siloam (John ix. 6). 

P. 47 , 1 . 32. The Entombment, by Tintoret; a picture at 
Parma. • 


III 

The Seven Lamps of Architecture was written- in 
London in the winter of 1848-9, and published May to, 1849, 
with illustrations drawn and etched by the author. Six English 
editions. The “ Seven Lamps ” are the seven guidfing laws or 
moral princijiles which aBect man as a building creature, and 
the work of his hands as the expression of his mind. What 
these laws are, and how they are to be applied, will easily be 
gathered from the extracts here given. 

P. 50 , 1 . 2. Human stewardship: see Luke xii. 41-48. 

L. 22. True luxury, profited by, A student must have his 
books and collections, and proper places to keep them^ an 
artist needs his good light ; a musician his Stradivarius violin ; 
a writer his convenient and quiet study ; and so forth.. These 
are the tools of their trade, though to others such things may be 
only fancies and extravagances. 

P. 53, 1 . 28. The roof: the vaulting inside the cathedral, 
painted in imitation of perforated stone-work. 

p. I 5 - Sistine Chapel: the Pope’s private chapel at 
Rome, containing Michael Angelo’s Last Judgment (see p. 45 ) 
and the Celebrated ceiling painted by him. 
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L. 6. GrisaiUt : the French for pointing in grey. ^ 

7. %JP‘restoes. The name is often wrongly gfVen to any deco- 
rative painting on a wHf or ceiling. It is here used properly of 
paintings done on a surface of fre.4li (Italian “fresco”) wet plasterv 

P. 55, 1. 19, Intrinsic value: real worth as a beautiful work 
of art, not a mere curiosity or rarity, 

• P. 56, U 14. Or San Michele: the granary (Latin, horret/m) 
of St. Michael, at Florence. On the site of a previous corn- 
magazine, a (iothic chattel was built in 1350, with a hall for 
a corn-exthange above. Orcagna (sec p. 46 and note) designed 
the high altar »and its canopy, finished 1359. 

P. 67, 1. 2. Salisbury Cathedral. 

L. 4. Abbeville: St. Wulfran*s Church. The Cathedrals of 
Rouen, Rheims, ..Chartres, and Verona are meant. 

L. 32, War of the piazza: the faction fights so frequent 
dufing the Middle Ages, in street and square (Ital. piazza; 
French, place). To defend themselves, the nobles built the 
palace-towers of Florence. 

^P. 58, 1.^6. Cloisters of the Chartreuse in the Savoy Alps. 

L. . 8 . Norman Sea: by the shores of Normandy, where the 
finest French Gothic cathedrals were built. 

L. 9. £lij/ah*s Horeb cave (i Kings xix. 8, 9). 

P. 50, 1. 4a Ponte della Trinith : Bridge of the Trinity, at 
Florence over the Arno. 

P. 60, 1. 5. Campanil?: bell tower (Latin, campdnum, a 
bell) ; in the early Middle Ages built near the church, but 
separate from it. This tower of the Cathedral at Florence 
was completely designed by Giotto (see p. 30 and note), though 
not finished until after his death. 

P. 6X, 1. 4 . I said: see p. 57, 1. 25. 

L. It. Not within the walls of Florence : referring to the well- 
known story that Giotto was a shepherd -Ix^y, found by the 
jiiainter CimabuS sketching his sheep with a pointed stone for 
a pencil, and a flat stone for a slate. 

L* 24. / tooh thee from the sheepcate (2 Sam, vii. 8). 

^ p-6a,> IS. P?re la Chaise: the cemeteiy at Paris. 

: P, 63, L 22b It does not become our immortality^ &c. : befit us, as 
' immorltal souls, to act as soulless machines : having the powers of 
.thought and feeling, we are bound to make proper use of'^em. 
1^. 66 , 1. 12. Nebitla, clusters ; oxtilis^ the wood socreL 



202 


NOTES 


L. \'^,^Vir^nal precessions: the French g'oces.sions of girls, 
drowsed in whitd in May, the month of tl>e VSgin Mar)i ^ 

L. 20. Mezereon: Daphne mezereum (Linn.); in l£rench, 
Qois-genti], a kind of spurge laurel. Pol^gdla Alpina^ Alpine 
milk-wort. 

P. 66, 1 . 24. Joux : an ancient castlp modernized into a fort. 
Here Toussaint TOuverture, leader of the Hay ti •negroes iti 
their struggle for freedom, was imprisoned by Napoleon, and 
.died: see Wordsworth’s sonnet to him in captivity, beginning 
'* Toussaint, the most unhappy man of men.” 

L. 24. Granson, on the Lake '^f NeuchEtel: scene of the 
decisive victory of the Swiss over Charles the Bold, March 3, 
1476. See Sir Walter Scott’s “ Anne of Geierstein,” chap, xxxii. 

L. 26. Rniail: an estate whfch cannot be given away by its 
owner at his pleasure, Imt must pass on at his death to the next 
legal heir. 

P. 67 , 1 . 19. Near him : bring him near. 


. IV 

♦ 

The Stones of Venice. Vol. I., published h^rch 3, 1851^ 
is a general treatise on architecture. Vol. II., published July 28, 
1853, and Vol. III., published October 2, 1853, contain descrip- 
tive and historical studies of Venice and its great buildings, with 
many fine engravings and woodcuts from the author’s drawings. ' 

P. 70 , 1 . 23. Archiirat^s: omamentaMintds or head-stones. 

p, 71 , 1 . 3. New Gothic: modern Gothic, such as the public 
of 1850 were familiar with at Kew. # 

P. 72 , 1 . I. Mestr^. The places mentioned here, and on 
pages 73 and 76 , will be best understood from the sketch-map. 

P. 75, 1 17.' Cador^: where Titian was born. 

P. 76 , 1 . 3. Rialto : the brieve of the Rialto, over the Gifwtd 
Canal, built | j88-9{, 

Lu 5* Canvetkhgki : c^mberlains or officers of hnapee | , on^' 
of whom built palace in 1525. 

LJ 8. Ah Sta^ .. ’”The cry Promt is the order froto one 
g^d^ler to another, that he should or thrust forward;!^ 
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oar, without the twjpk stroke, so as U^send his boat’s head round 
to the leit ; the cry Stall is the order that he Should give 
return «)r upward strode which sends the boat’s head to the 
rightJ 4 . . If the warning boat Us goigg to turn to the left, it* 
, will pass with its left*hand side to the one it meets ; and the 
warning cry is Stdlii^, Ah Stall** (from the Author’s note). 

^L. 22. ne fear of the fugitive. Venice was founded by 



immigftints from the mainland, dying before the Tlunnish in^ 
vadeis^ A.D* 452. 

R 76 , 1. 2. CalU Lunga San Moisl: “long lane of St* 
Moses,” so called from the church of that name (p. 31 ). 

L* 6. Seven feet wide: now widened and modernized. 

. L. 15, Istrian stone : from Istria, the country opposite Venice, 
' aerbss thi^ Adriatic. 

L. iS. CortUm courtyard. 

P, 80 , 1 12. Vendita frittole e HquoH : .fried fish and drink 
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SO4 

L. 18,^ Vifu> Nbstrano ^ Soldi 28.32 : wine of the country 
at wo many sous, or halfpence, a measure. 

L. 30. Pergola : vine arlwmr. * ^ 

‘ L. 33. Campo San the open space in which the 

church stands ; in ancient times a green churchyard : hence 
campo^ held, and not piazza^ square. 

r. 81 , 1. 3. Fa{aiie: front ; built 1668, and **no*eabie as o^e 
of the basest examples of the base school of the Renaissance ” 
(“ Stones of Venice,” vol. iii., Venetian index). 

L. 7, Austrians : at that time in j>nssession of \'enicc. 

L. 12. Tmver 0/ St, Mark: a campanile like that of Florence 
(p. 60 and note), isolated from the church, and standing in the 
square, 322 feet in height. 

L. 14. Countless arches: three sides of the square are enclosed 
with uniformly designed arcades ; the fourth side occupied by 
the front of St. Mark’s. 

I\ 88, 1 . 14. Cleopatra-like, “There is gold, and here My 
bluest veins to kiss 5 a hand that kings I lave lipp’d, and trembled 
kissing” {Antony and Cleop,^ Act ik sc. 5). * ^ 

L. 22. ArehivoUs : sjiaces around the arches. 

L. 28. Greek horse\ : four bronze-gilt horses brought by the 
Doge (Duke) Dandolofrom Constantinople in 1204 as trophies. 
They used to l)e attributed to the ancient (xreek sculptor Lysip- 
pus, of the time of Alexander the (rrcat, but are ‘said by modern 
critics to Ihj of the period of Nero. 

L. 30. St, Alarms Lion : the emblem of the evangelist, adopted 
as the heraldic symlx>] of Venice. ‘‘YonTI be the dogue o* 
Venice,” said a countryman, jKjinting it out in Biinney’s picture 
of St. Murk’s, in the St George’s (Ruskin) Museum at 
Shedield. 

r. 83 , 1 . I. Lido: see the sketch-map. 

L. 23. Phosphoric: bluish, like the glimmer of phosphorus, 
in contrast with the gold and lamplight. 

V, 84 , 1 . 17. Pood: rood-screen ; the partition, carved in open 
work, across the chancel, before the high altar, bearing the 
crucifix, called in old English the Holy Rood. 

L. 19. Apse: the rounded end of a church, behind the high 
ahan 

7. Arabian perch; so called because the form of 
its arch is borrowed frodr Arabian architecture. 
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L. 28. Sirocco^ ^rocco, the Itali^ name for the south-east 
wind* • 

P. W. 1 . 21. Rest in the statutes t acquiescence in the laws, 
obedience to the conditions, 

L. 31, 7 'ke pile: the Gothic architecture of the North. Com- 
pare this passage with that on the English cathedral, p. 78 , and 
aghin, p. 89 l Iron buttress^ rigid and hard like iron, contrasted 
with the flowing curves and bright colours of St. Mark's. 

P. 88, 1 . 15. Helot : slave of the Spartans in ancient Greece. 

L. 22. To see God, “ Though after my skin worms destroy 
this body, yet in my flesh shall I see God ” (Job xix. 26). 

P. 89 , 1 . 7. Anatomiless : showing no knowledge of anatomy. 

P. 90 , ). 13. Goy and he ^oefh, &c. (Matt. viii. 9). 

P. 91 , I. I. Two hundred years ago at Jnverkeithing. “In 
the battle of Inverkeithing, between the Royalists and Oliver 
Cromweirs troops, a foster-father and seven brave sons arc- 
known to have sacrificed themselves for Sir Hector Maclean of 
P^art ” (Sir W. Scott, preface to the “ Fair Maid of Perth ”). 


V 

Modern Painters, Vol. III., was published on January 15, 
1856. The author's own title was “Of Many Things.” Chap- 
ters 1 . to X. discuss the meaning of Greatness in Art, Realism 
and Idealism, Finish and the Use of Pictures; and form a treatise 
on the Theory of Art, especially of Landscape painting. Chapters 
XII. to XVIII. review the growth of the feeling for Landscape, 
in the Classical, or Greek, period, the Middle Ages, and in 
moderi^times ; leading up to Turner. The illustrations, seventeen 
engravings chiefly from the author’s drawings, are an important 
part of the work— is in “ Stones of Venice ” and the later volumes 
of “ Modern Painters.” 

* P. 94, L 14, Maker, The Greek word poieics^ from which 
vie have *‘poet,” means literally “ maker.” 

'P, 96 , L 22. These are the kind, A certain homely careless- 
ness of strict grammar is indulged or intended by the author 
when he is chatting with his reader, in passages like this, * 
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NOTES 


r. 98 , 1. J2, To kee^ it lookins^ tmrfo/: Compare the ' 
p^age* about Michael Angelo, p. 54 . 

L. 1 6 . The first realizes ^ &c. The ^eat imaginative ^lainter, 
•if he sometimes f>amts<an olj^cct in a picture so completely as 
to ** look like life,’* docs so, not in vulgar ambition of showing 
his skill and deceiving the spectator, but because he is led into 
close imitation by his delight in the colour of his model. 

L. 24. A supernatural operation : a woik not to be accounted 
for in the ordinary course of nature ; a woik of genius,'* 
special and divinely given powers of mind. 

P. 99 , 1 . 14. Handling: “execution,** the use of the brush in 
laying on paint; as important in painting aa “touch” in 
music. 

L, 19. Generalizes or parliiularize^ ' icpresents the general 
appearance without attending to sp>ecial character, or insists on 
details at the expense of breadth and effect. 

L. 27, Cover a palate front. The great Venetian artists of 
the sixteenth century were much employed in painting the 
outsides of houses with pictures in fresco, which fucy learned 
to do with wonderful rapidity. 

P. 100 , 1 . 21. Created to de (leauU/ul {RccXqs, iii. ii). 

L. 22. Pronoumed to be good {Gen, i. 31). ^ 

P. 101 , 1 . 4. Art here means “ human ingenuity** in general, 
not fine art ” in particular. 

P. 103 , 1 . 22. Ivory stained: see p. 39 , 1 . 20, and note. 

P. 104 . The Homeric Ideal: the kind of scenery admired 
by the early Greeks, and described in the Iliad and Odyssey. 

L. 19. Calypso: the nymph of the fairy island Ogygia, in 
which the scene lies. 

P. 105 , 1 . 4. Aleinous : the mythic king of Phscacia, whose 
country is visited by Ulysses, The garden is mentiont^d, Od, 
vii. H2-132, 

L. 224 His father: Laertes (Od., xxiv. 230 and 340>34S). 

X,.* 31. In sight of land: on the Phseacian coast after hU 
jrtiipwreck (Od., v, 394 - 398 )* 

P. 106 , 1 . 17. In a desert island (Od., xiL 357). « 

I#. 16, Meat offering: the Greek sacrifice resembling that of 
the Jews s see Lev. vi. 8>i8. 

P. 107 , 1 . 4. Cyclopd country ix. 132-^141). 

L, Su Classical landscape, “ Educated first in this ^hpol, 
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Turner gave the hackneyed com position a strange p^wer and 
fre^ine^i, in his Claucus and Scylla” (Author'? note). 

L. ^5. AlighiSil (1265-1321), whose ** Divine Comedy " 
best represents the spirit and fedlings (gf the Middle Ages. • 

L. 27. ColoHos^ near Athens, the scene of Sophocles' play of 
^ILdipus at Coloitcs^ in which the forest is described, lines 66S- 
^06. Dance's forest is described in the beginning of Canto 
xxviii. of the Purgatory. 

P. 108 , 1 . 18. A lady: the sjiirit of the Countess Matilda of 
Tuscany (d. 1115), the defender of the rights of the Church 
against the Emperor (Purg,, xxviii. 40). 

L. 22. Lethe : see p. 46 , 1 . 16, and note ; only Dante’s river 
of forgetting is not the river of wrath, in which the condemned 
. are forgotten, but the waters of forgiveness, in which sin and 
sorrow are forgotten. 

V. 109 , 1. 21. The spirit of the more heavenly contemplation : 
Dante’s lady in glory, Beatrice (Purg., xxxi. 91-114). 

l\ iU- 0 , 1 . 21. Harlech Castle, and line ^'^,Jura: the castle 
i?JoSx (1# 60 ), taken as characteristic sites of the mediyeval 
barons’ homes. 

L. 29. JS^ptf or the Hellespont^ &;c„ as in the case of Menckius 
(Od., iv.) sgid Jason (p. 38 ) in the voyage of the Argo. 

P. 111 , 1 ^. /« cautious symmetry. The early Greek sailor.s 
usuallynC^e ashore at night, and drew up their ships round the 
camp tolguard against attack* 

L. 4. \To Syrian sand: in the Crusades. 

Xi. '32. Moses at Horeb (Exod. iii. 0 * Israel at Sinai 
pLoA. xix. ). 

33 ^ Elijah at Cherith (i Kings xvii. 3-6;) at Horeb {i 
Kings x^x. 8). 

P. * 12 , 1 . 1 . Moses on Nebo (Deut. xxxiv. i). Aaron on Hor 
(Numb* XX. 22-29). 

L. 2. Jephtha’s daughter (Judg, xi, 37, 38). 

Lft 4. Christ's temptation in the desert (Matt. iv. i-li). 

L. 5. Sirmon on the mounH^oXK. v. i). 

TramfiguruHonCblioXX, xvii. i). 

L* 7. Wdlks ^ver Olivet (Matt, xxvi, 30). 

V.! L, '2J. To retire to the hill recesses. M any of the great leaders 
VoC thought in the Middle Ages spent some ^rt of their ^ves m 
' hi^^itage, ' . 
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NOTES 


P. 113 , I. I2f Ckartrms^: the monastery^of Carthusians in 
the;^avoy Ali^s. o o 

L. 13. Vallombrosat the monastery founded by a Floisntine 
yenitent of the eleventh cenftiry, among the mountains of 
Tuscany. 

L. 24. Arnolfo di Cambio (about 1232-1310), first architect of 
the cathedral at Florence, designed and modelled'dn wood a 
dome of a size until then thought impossible (Vasari, ‘ * Life of 
Arnolfo ”). 

L. 25. Albert Diirer (1471-1528), the painter and engraver of 
Nuremberg. 

P. 114 , 1 . 19. Afanner, in the language of critics, means 

style,” only with a shade of reproach : — style abused, — the same 
tricks used over and over again ; the old effects cheaply repro- 
duced. This, our author says, is not uncommon in great men, 
whose very power leads them to turn out vast quantities of work 
rapidly, without fastidiousness and scrupulous reconsideration 
(sec p. 160 , 1 . S'-!!). But their mannerisms are the natural 
expressions of their own minds, while their imitators Skboripusiy 
“affect ” or “assume” the style — or more often the mannerism 
— without the strength and mental power of the master. 

L. 26. Affected: consciously imitated from some« one else ; 
not the free and natural expression of the writer'sj^i: painter's 
own mind. The connection of affectation with vulgarhyds sug- ■ 
gested in p. 174 , 1. 12, to p. 176 , 1 . 4. 

L. 30. Leonardo da Vinci (1452-1519). See No. 1093 in the 
National Gallery, and his cartoon of the Holy Family and 
copy of the famous Last Supper, in the Diploma Gallery of 
the Royal Academy. 

P. 116 , 1 . 24. The falheiic fallacy is the name given in 
“ Modern Painters,” vol. iii. chap, xii., to the habit of mind,i60mc- 
times morbid, sometimes affected, which fancies in natural objects 
an activity or a sensibility which they do not really possess 
(see p. 115 , 1 . 28-30). It is called pathetic (from the Greek 
p<Uhos^ lesion) because it arises from the poet’s being <;arried 
away by his feelings ; and foLlacy^ because it is not a true and 
ssmevlew of facts* In modem po^ry it is often the source of 
b^utiful images ; as “ The cruel, crawling foam ” in Kingsley’s 
“Sands of Dee,” or “The red rose cries She is near, she is, 
riekt/’ &c., . in Tennyson’s “Mjaud.” 
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P. 117, I 4 - Grrta: (Srott’s “Rokeby,” ii. fc), 

Iji» I2i ACoKan^ as of an ^IColian haip, iipoTi by^he 

wincl.» * * 

L. 14. //;//( **Mar/!iion,’yv. 24). ^ 

P. 118 , I, 7. And well ihe lonely infant kne^a : Scolt of 
himself Jis a child (“Marmion,” inlnulucthm to Canto iii.). 

^ 1\ 119 , If 29. Pratorian w<;///n/(“ The Antiquary,” Chap. iv.). 

P. 390 , 1 . I. For I was way^ioard yiviXxvXoTif introduction 
to Canto lii.). 

P. 121 , 1 . 12 A wearied h'n/f: like T>iocIetian, who abdicated 
A.T). 305, and replied to th<isc who would persuade him to 
ictuin to the throne, that he took more pleasure in cultivating 
liis little garden than lie had found in ruling the world. By 
another account, “ho rejected the temptation with a smile of 
pity, calmly observing, that if he could show Maximian the 
cadbages which he had planted with his own hands at Salona, 
he should no longer be urged It. lelinqnish tlie enjoyment of 
Happiness for the pursuit of jiowcr ” (Cibhon, (’haj). xiii.). 


VI 

MoDERt^ Painters, Voi« IV.. Of Mountain Beauty f was 
published i^iil 14, 1S56. The previous volume had traced 
earlier ideals of landscape as far as Turner : this one begins with 
an analysis of Turner’s ideals, his choice of picturesque subject, 
&c, ^ t^hc author then proceeds to give a sketch of ! ho structure 
9f mountains (the geology of scenery), wilh a view to proving 
/Turner’s insight and truth to nature ; and he closes with two 
diapi^S on “The Mountain Gloom ” and “ The Mountain Glory.” 
The volume includes thirty-five plates and many woodcuts, 
s 

P. 123 , I. I, /las been already defined in “Seven Lamps,” 
vi. 12. ** That peculiar character which separates the ]>icturesque 
from the characters of subject belonging to the higher works of 
art may be shortly and decisively expressed. Picturesquencss, 
in this sense, is Parasitical Sublimity^ i.c., a sublimity dependent 
on the accidents, or on the least essential characters, of the 
objects to which it belongs.” In the Higher Picturesqul, illus* 
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t rated by Turners picture of “The Lock and the Mill,” there 
is s^poetTcal patHos and nobilily more or less felt : in tl^ L^wer 
Picturesque, as of most sketches of coftJges and pigsty^g, this 
poetical intention is less ^istinef, and the effect of mere rugged- 
ness and variety sought for its own sake. 

P. 127 , 1 . 3. Poor and sick^ &c. (Epitaph on Epictetus, the 
Stoic philosopher). ^ * 

L. 19. Sweeping it: not the causes of poverty, but the poor 
themselves, 

L. 21. Offence to his nobility: alluding to the fop in Shake- 
spere’s Henry /K, Part I., Act i. sc. 3 : — 

“ He called them untaught knaves, unmannerly 
To bring a slovenly unhandsome corse 
Betwixt'tbe wind and his nobility.” 

P. 128 , 1 . 10. Coteaux : hills, downs. 

P. 130 , 1 . 3a Cynosures : lode-stars, points of attraction. 

P. 131 , 1 . 25. Diligence: coach. 

P. 134 , 1 . 4. It is not redeemed from desertness so ffik* 
from being merely redeemed from desertness, it is, &c. 

P. 135 , 1 . 17. Act harmfully^ &c. : prevent the full grovvth 
of a feeling for poetry .among the Swiss, 

L. 21. Gotthelf Jercmias,the assumed name of .^^rtBitzius 
(born at Morat, 1797 5 at LUtzelfllih, Emmenthal, 1S55}, 
was pastor in the canton of Berne for more than thirty years. 
He began writing stories at the age of forty ; and during the 
■ next seventeen years he wrote twenty-five volumes, completely 
describing Swiss country life. His “Ulric the Farm-Servant” 
has been published by Mr. Ruskin in an English translation. 

L. 30. Professor Forbes : James David Forbes, the geologist, 
author of “Travels through the Alps.^’ ^ 

P. 136 , 1 . 7. Mont Cervin : French name for the Matterhorn* 

L. g,-The nomenclatures ^ &c. In the ^previous volume the 
author has been expressing his dislike of the pedantic terms 

subjective ” and “ objective.” 

L. 17. TkU noble glacier : the glacier of Zmutt---proper]y 
written' Z’Mutt, /*«., Zu Mutt, — a hamlet near it. 

Turn 24* Gneiss : a slaty kind ofgranite. 

P. 13 S, 1 . 2. Chamouni aiguilles s the needle-like pinnacles 
fji the Wmge of Mont Blanc. 
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* « 

L. 24. Out ofigeakness are fneuie^trong {\^^h, xi. 34^. 

6* 2d. Ancient in which were origindly depositecfi the 

matefials of the mica-slate now forming the crags of the Matter- 
horn (see p. 12, 1. 22, and note]! • « 

P, 139 , 1 . I. Diluvial: in the deep floods where the sediment 
settled down. 

^ L. 22. Pltmgings of the crest. This refers especially to the 
Aiguille Pourri near Chamouni, in wliich the gullies and 
buttresses are singularly curved into writhing lines ; but the 
description of the way the crags have been sculptured is true of 
the Matterhorn and many other mountain-crests, which have been 
made, not by some force pushing up the mountain into its present 
form, but by aqueous erosion (see p. 14 , 1 . iS, and note). 

P. 143 , 1 . 1 1. Cross : often set up as a memorial of accidents 
on the mountain roads. 

15. The pines^ tkinwith excess of light : the strong light seem- 
ing to eat away the edges of the pines, making them look thin. 

P. 146 . I. 20. Simulacra : representations, semblances. 

P. 1477 1 . 3; Talse Ideal (see p. 3 , 1 , 20, and note). With the 
following passage compare p. 92 , and the extract on ‘‘Social 
Ideals, pp. 177 - 180 . 

L. 23. JUnda di Chamouni ; an opera by Donizetti, in which 
the scene inlaid apiong the Alps. 

L. 24. Lammermoor: Donizetti's opera based on 

Scott’s ** V^de of Lammermoor.” 

P. 14 dpl. 3. Prayed that he might be slain xi. 12-15). 

l^^Aj^^et thee up into this mountain (Deut. xxxii. 49). 

Jk24. The earth open (Numb. xvi. 32). 
ilRi, 30. The sea (Exod. xiv. 28). 

P. 148 , 1 . $. Angels waiting near (Jude 9). 

L.^ His companion prophet y Elijah (2 Kings ii. ii), 

L. la His Lord himself buried (Deut. xxxiv. 6). 

L. 13* To talk with that Lord (Luke ix. 31), 


VII 

Modern Painters, Vol. V. (published June 14, i860), 
“Completing the work, and containing Parts VL, Leaf 
Beauty; VII., of Cloud Beauty; VIIL, of Invention rbhnal ; 
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NOTES 


^ ^ r ’ 

IX., of Invention Spiritual.'* Illustrated with thirty-four ^rngrav- 
ing^n steel anc^many wooacuts.^ By “Invehiion Formal '’«the 
author means what is usually called Coni^sition or Arrangon^ent 
(mT a picture. ** Inventioii^pirifieial” deals with the poetical sug,- 
gestions conveyed by the picture, and the niental, moral, and 
religious character of the artist as indicated in his work. 

P. 150, 1. 1. 2}> dress it (Gen. ii. 15)* 

L. 7. At the east a flaming sword (Gen. iii. 24). 

P. 152, 1. 20. Builders with the sword. From the shape of 
their leaves, the author classihes trees into two divisions,— 
Builders with the shield^ which '* have expanded leaves, more or 
less resembling shields, partly in shape, but still more in office ; 
for under their lifted shadow the young bud of the next year is 
kept from harm. Builders with the sword^ on the contrary^ have 
sharp leaves in the shape of swords. We call them generally 
Pines.” They are called Builders^ because it is by the work of 
the leaves that the tree is built up : **The whole tr<^ is fed 
partly by the earth, partly by the air ; all of it which best, 
substance, life, and beauty, being drawn more from the dew of 
heaven than the fatness of the earth.” ** Every leaf connects its 
work with the entire and accumulated result of the yrork of its 
predecessors. Dying, it leaves its own small but will-laboured 
thread, adding, though imperceptibly yet essentially, to the 
strength, from root to crest, of the trunk on which it had 
lived,*' 

P. 15S, 1. 14. W? give up our lives. “ Croesus, therefore, 
having heard these things, sent word to the people of Lampsaciis 
that they should let Miltiades go ; and, if not, he would cut 
them down like a pirn tree Herodotus, vi. 37 (Author's note). 

L, 16. / said long ago: Modern Painters,” vol. 1*, vAritten 

seventeen years earlier. 

P. 154, 1. 1. JSddes : the realm of the dead, represented by 
Dante (Inferno, viii. 6S) as the city of Dls (Pluto), with wall 
and gates. - 

P. 155, 1. 6* Muottddhal: seat of the war with the l^rench, 

, ^ IHH of Angels: Engelbcrg. Under the woods: Untei* , 

ivalden^, 

j Lh smred sflot : tihe RQtU, where the oath. was taken, > 



MODERN PAINTERS, V 


213 


Novcinl)cr 17, I3®7, to litx^ralc Ihc^country fran the tjrannv of 
the -Austrians. • • 

l\ 158 , 1 . 23. t/ie day% of g (loa. Ixv. 22, 23). 

P. 168 , 1 . 20. Lifted up their souh^^c. (t*s. wiv. 4). * 

L. 27. Hector* Ills death is told in the Iliad, Book xxii. 
806-336. ^ 

P. 160 , I. 5, At the gates of their temples^ &c. 1 refening 
to the story of OeObis and Bito, who died after biinging their 
mother to the temple of ller^ at Argos (Herodotus, i. 31) ; 
and the death of Leonidas at Thcrmopylm (Herodotus, vii. 
221 ). 

L, II. Anacreontic temper: m the careless spirit of the 
drinking-songs and lovc-dittics attributefl to the Creek poet 
Anacreon (about 530 H.C.). 

J?. 163 , 1 3. Maiemma: pestilential marshes. 

L. II- The destiny of Pisa. In the twelfth and thirteenth 
centuries Pisa was the leading maritime state ; but after a 
glpat vict<yy of the (Genoese in 1284 its power declined, owing 
probably, as the author suggests, to the difficulty of communi- 
cation between the city and its port, Cenoa and Venice, which 
succeeded Pisa in the command of the sea, were immediately 
in touch wfth their navies. 

L. 17. ^do : sec the sketch-map, p, 203 . 

L. 18. Truufhntane, Tramontana (Italian), the north wind, 
from “ beyond'' the mountains." 

p.ia 4 ^. 4 . Plenary and brief: full absolution, given at 
once— ueath. 

13. Veronese: Paolo Caliari of Verona ( 1 528-1 58S): see 
Jblspiciures in the National Gallery, Nos. 294, 1041, and others. 

* The picture of his family is at Dresden. 

L. 22. St. Jerome: the translator of the Bible into Latin, 
and founder of the monastery at Bethlehem ; a cardinal, and 
one of the favourite subjects of Venetian painters (sec p. 102 , 

1. 30)' 

r. 165 , 1. 23. For tribulation, &e. (Rom. v. 3, 4). 

F, 107 , 1 . IS* Chorus: see p. 30 , 1 . 23, and note. 

P. 168 , 1 . 20. The Assumption of the Virgin ; a picture by 
Titian in the Academy at Venice. 

I* 25. Tiniorefs Paradise: a picture in the Ilalhiof the 
Greater Council, Duchl Palace, Venice. 
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NOTES 


P. 17i>. 1. 3^ It hcconm ; i t\, under f*/oiirable circum- 
staiftcs would crystallise — the clay (qjwmina) into sap^^lure, 
the sand (silica) into opal, tl^ soot (carbon) into diamond, 
atid the water into a sno>^ crystal. 

L. 30. Poet: see p. 94, 1. 14, and note. 

1\ 173, 1. 9. Atndes . see p. 32, 1 20, and note. ^ « 

I*. 174, 1. 31. Reine dun jour' ** Qncen for One Day,’’ a 
romedy by Scrilie. 

P. 176, 1. 9. Calabrian of the South of Italy. 

L. 21. Pnt and hen * in kitchen and »)arIour. 

L. 23. Tappit hen a quart measure. 

L 24. J/rj. Gat/ipy in Dickens* ** Martin rhuzzlcwit ; ” Jleep^ 
in David Copperfield ; ’* Quilp^ in “ Old Curiosity Shop ; '* 
Chadband^ in “ Bleak House.” 

L. 30. Black Dwarf the hero of Scott’s novel of tlwt 
name. 

P. 178, 1, I. Thejf shall tat and be satisfied (Ps. xxii. 26). 

L. 9. Bread of Sodom : falling to dust ami rottenness like thu 
** Apples of Sodom.” “ And there beside grow trees that bear 
apples very fair of colour to behold; but when we break or 
cut them in two, we find within ashes and cinders, which is 
a token that by the wrath of Go<l the cities and tlie^Iand were 
burned and sunk in hell” (Sir John Maundeville, "l^oyagc and 
Travel,” Clhap. ix,). 

P. 180, 1. 17. Nor have any steps, &c. . t.e,, “ No steps 
have been taken to ascertain securely, — nor indeed to ascertain 
nt all, except in idle talk, — what luxuries,” ^:c. 

P. 181, 1. 2. George: Giorgio Barlwelli, called Giorgione 
(about 1477-1511), colleague of Titian in the revolution of art 
at the beginning of the sixteenth century (note to p. 80, 1. 3). 
See his study of a knight, National Gallery, No. 269. ^ 

J*. 182, 1. 7. Beneath the moon : under the influence of the 
moon. There is a slight tide at Venice. 

L. 17. Torcellan shore : of Torcello, to the north-east of 
Venice, beyond Murano. See map, p. 203. 

P. 183, I. 6. .S7. George'^ day : April 23 ; Shakespere’s 
birthday also. 

L. 12. Jncumhency . breadth and weight, out of proportion 
to the figure. 

L, 15. Heynolds, Sir Joshua (1723-1792), famous for portraits 
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of the ladies and gentlemen of the time, *who&e ordinary 
costiiime^ hy artii^c arrangement, ne was abft; to refiler 4>ic- 
tUKes<)ue. * * 

Jj. 17. 07 >th\ &c, ; ** Belhitifiilifold, where once a lamAi 

I slumbered ; ’* Dante’s allusion to Florence, in the Paradise^ 

XXV. 5. 

• L. 31. (kirdens of the Hesperides^ National Gallery, 477. 

L. 32. Great ships go to pieces^ National Gallery, 501. 

P. 184 , 1 . 5. By Thames^ shore we will die : Turner died 
at Chelsea, December 19, 1851. 

L. 14. j 4 s we shall see ^ in many of his pictures in the National 
Gallery. 

P, 185 , 1 . T. Yorkshire hills: “I do not mean that this is 
his first acquaintance with the country, but the first impressive 
and touching one, after his mind was formed. The earliest 
sketches I found in the National collection are at Clifton and 
Bristol ; the next, at Oxford ’* (Author’s note). 

L. 22. Kirkstall crypt: the subject of a drawing for Liber 
^diorunff No. 24 of the series in the “ ground-floor rooms 
of the National Gallery. 

P. 186 , 1 . 17. Whitby Abl>ey ; Bolton Abl>ey. With the 
following sentence compare Wordsworth’s sonnet, They 
dreamt notc»f a perishable home Who thus could build.” 

P. 187 , 1 - 14. Fallacy of Hope, Turner sometimes gave 
mottoes to his pictures, consisting of a few lines of original 
blank verse, which he attributed to an unpublished poem of his 
own, called “The Fallacies of Hope.” 

L. ^6, Weeping of the mother^ referring to ‘^The Tenth 
Plague of Egypt,” Nat. Gall, 470; and “ Rizpah,” liber 
Studiorum. See also Exodus xi., and 2 Samuel xxl 

L. 4P, That old Greek question : see p. 159 . 

L. 23, A strange Aphrodite: Venus rising from the sea, to 
bring — not life, but death, in mockery of her ancient character. 

L. 27. Salvator: see p. 12, 1 20, and note. 

L, 28. Dierer: see p. 113 , 1 . 25, and note. His ** Knight 
and Death,” and Salvator’s “St. Anthony,” &c., are examples 
of their spcctre-subjects. 

. P. 189 , 1 . 14, Oxford lectures, “Think of it, and you will 
find that, so far from art being immoral, little else except art Is 
moral; that life without industry is guilt, and industry %ithot]t 
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l^OTES 

art is brutality Leclure^Oft Art, O>ford, j^ent Term, l$ 70 ,’* 
8 9l)* All great Art is Pruse. The surt of man is thr exfnrcs-* 
Sion of his rational and disciplined (iftligbt in the fotms and 
hiws of the creation of vdiich He forms a part ** The Laws of 
Ft'sole,” i. 1) 

L 20 Andnaio written September i6, i888. 
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